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Unabomber to speak at Commencement 
Anarchy Gleefully anticipated by Outing Club, Freewill Folk Society, and Bates Equestrians 
by Jimmy Kaczynski 
Following the great trend 
of Commencement speakers of 
years past, Theodore Kaczynski 
will be speaking at the graduation 
ceremony this year. The 
President's Office chose the 
Unabomber, as they felt his charac¬ 
ter embodied the spirit of the Col¬ 
lege and society today. The Com¬ 
mencement Selection Committee 
based this decision on three factors 
surrounding the ideals of the can¬ 
didate: his philosophy on modern 
technology, action against societal 
injustice, and isolationist lifestyle. 
In the spirit of Kaczynski's 
beliefs against modern technology, 
the College has announced a three- 
year plan to dismantle the expan¬ 
sive computer network. Help Desk 
Honcho Jane Frizzel clarified the 
plan, "We've got crews working 
around the clock cutting those wily 
wires and tearing out ethercards. 
After the network is down, the 
phone system is going next." Presi¬ 
dent Harward , with Kaczynski's 
backing, made an addendum to his 
brainchild, Goals 2005. "By 2005, 
perhaps even 2003 and a half, the 
entire campus will be communicat¬ 
ing with the old cup and string 
method. We're very excited." Mail¬ 
ing Services is also looking to revert 
back to carrier pigeons for use in 
delivering interdepartmental mail. 
The Commencement Se¬ 
lection Committee was particularly 
pleased with the isolationist ideals 
of Kaczynski. "Like a man locked 
up in a shack in Montana, we 
Batesies like to stay locked up here 
on Campus," said the Adams RC 
Sarah Gunn, "The Unabomber 
"The Unabomber 
speaks for Adams, the 
Unabomber speaks for 
the small room guys." 
speaks for Adams, the Unabomber 
speaks for the small room guys." 
As part of his campus tour, 
Kaczynski will learn the secrets of 
Mailing Services, dine with the 
Discordians, and is scheduled to 
spend a night in Adams' basement. 
I Unfortunately, not all stu¬ 
dents are pleased with the 
President's decision. Self-pro¬ 
claimed computer geek Rob Pelkey 
called the Registrar's Office within 
minutes of the President's choice, 
Pelkey threatened to leave Bates if, 
in fact, the Unabomber gave the 
Commencement Address. 
Harward did not seem shaken at all 
by Pelkey's move. He is actually 
said to have spat in the direction of 
Rob, uttering, "good riddance" to 
the sore web guru. Even more ex¬ 
treme than Pelkey, Gene Clough 
has threatened to kidnap Kaczynski 
and lock him in an iron lung. The 
Royal Mounted Security has vowed 
to keep the Unabomber safe from 
the Cloughernutter. 
The speech itself still re¬ 
mains a mystery. Although Mr. 
Kaczynski originally had hoped to 
read his entire Manifesto to the 
graduating class, the College de¬ 
nied his request for the fifteen hours 
needed to read the fifty-six page 
document. Instead, he has prom¬ 
ised to spew off an edited version 
during Sunday night's Midnight 
Madness Celebration. 
Finally, to make Mr. 
Kaczynski feel welcbme here at 
Bates, the Graduating Seniors have 
decided to.abandon the traditional 
Cap and Gown wardrobe for the 
ceremony. In place of the standard 
garb, seniors will wear sketchy sun 
glasses and hooded sweatshirts. 
The President's Office was 
pleased that Kaczynski accepted 
the nomination and gladly turned 
down offers from second rate can¬ 
didates Kurt Vonnegut, Jr., Jamaica 
Kincaid, and Gloria Steinem, 
among others. The bid for Bob Dole 
was passed over after Pres. 
Harward saw the recent Visa ad 
premier during his favorite televi¬ 
sion program "Friends" last month. 
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Theodore J. Kaczynski, the Unabomber, staring at YOU on 
graduation day. Liam Clarke photo. 
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NOOZE: More changes to the OneCard ID sys¬ 
tem mean that Commons will soon be Hippie- 
proofed. As always, Dean Sawyer is the man 
behind the dream. 
Feet— YevS? Meet Jeremy Root '97, an honor¬ 
ary African-American who will be the first Bates 
graduate ever invited to speak at his own Com¬ 
mencement. 
Around Campus: Unpopular advice column 
“Don’t Ask Dean Sawyer" debuts and flops, 
and the ephemeral Maya Angelou shimmers 
in and out of existence refusing to visit until 
GHC promises her “one of those cool SECU¬ 
RITY t-shirts.” 
Swing through the Forum: Zoom up close and 
personal in-yr-face with Commencement 
Speaker Jesus Christ. Shawn P. O'Leary puts 
his family tree on the operating table for your 
macabre enjoyment. 
This week in Arts: The band formerly known 
as Groove Tonic formerly known as Wallace 
Haul hits Tropic of Capricorn area like a gla¬ 
cier of pure rock, tuff as the tundra but sensi¬ 
tive as the tail of a beautiful young pony. Com¬ 
mencement speakers revealed. 
Sports: Commencement speaker and honor¬ 
ary degree recipient Horse's Ass may be just a 
Horse's ass, but you'll be sorry if you miss his 
words of wisdom and relevant thoughts on the 
cruel and damaging myths surrounding 
Horses' asses. 
And (Sorry, Fans!) no Seventh Section ttiisweek. Butworrynot! 
Hie Spudent cometti! Be afraid!! Be very afraid!!!! 
Tame that damn open flame 
by butercup burnin’ 
In days of yore, the 
swampy pits of the 
Androscoggin were widely 
known as a preferred realm of 
smugglers and pirates, and of 
Donovan before he went big. 
While a hundred years of munici- 
pal development have been 
aimed at ridding the region of 
this historical legacy, a recent 
resurge in the practice of the pro¬ 
fession has given the authorities 
cause for concern. While precise 
statistics are indeterminate, the 
recent find of 453 candles in an 
abandoned Oldsmobile has sent 
fear through the heart of the city. 
"I've never seen-any¬ 
thing like this," said mayor of 
Lewiston and resident boat bal¬ 
ancing expert John Jay. "If it 
hadn't been for that little girl 
Honey searching for her cat Muf¬ 
fin, we might never have found 
that batch. Imagine that! Six 
hundred lives lost, all due to 
candles!" 
To respond to the grow¬ 
ing threat of waxed wicks, Jay 
promised to es¬ 
tablish twelve 
new Candle- 
Free school 
zones, and a new 
advertising cam¬ 
paign, entitled, 
"Say no to 
candles." "Don't 
these people re¬ 
alize that 
candles are dan¬ 
gerous?" Jay queried. He offered 
particular criticism for a group 
entitled FORMAL, or Forum tp 
Organize Research, Money and 
Literature to Liberate Candles. 
FORMAL spokesperson 
Calvin Hobbes countered that 
prior to the ban, and that no evo¬ 
lutionary extinction of the 
Lewisian species had resulted. 
"Well," Jay said, "Prior to that 
time the human species was not 
as stupid as it is now. Now 
people cannot be trusted to do 
something like light a wick. It's 
a complicated procedure you 
know. I once burned my finger 
as a kid, and I had to wash it off. 
The 
upsurge in the 
candle trade 
on Liston 
Street has re¬ 
newed de¬ 
mands by the 
Founder's 
Freedom 
Party that a 
fence be built 
around the 
city to protect it from any more 
such unwanted arrivals. 
"It only takes one candle 
to ruin someone's life," said Dean 
Dean, "and only one pebble to 
ruin a chicken's. What does this 
mean? We must protect the 
people! Protect them from them¬ 
selves." 
The town has not yet de¬ 
termined how to prevent light¬ 
ning from striking injdefiance on 
the ban on flames, but they prom¬ 
ise a solution will be provided 
soon. In the meantime, the rules 
regarding mandatory lightning 
shelter during rainstorms will be 
strictly enforced. 
My mother scolded me. 
We must protect 
the people! Protect 
them from 
themselves." 
Where you live, where you eat 
All the rules that need to be printed in print about the college regulations 
concerning Dining service and on campus residences 
by Shaila Fermaldahyde 
Swiss army knife, three 
raw eggs, and a bag of dried cran¬ 
berries. If, using only these tools, 
students can find their way to 
Chase Hall within three days, 
they win a free meal and a lolli¬ 
pop. Alterations in the structure 
or painting of rooms, including 
the removal of wild animals or 
other inconveniences, is strictly 
prohibited. Students interested in 
installing a flower pot in their 
room must obtain a Flower 
Growing Permit from the Physi¬ 
cal Plant, and come and watch a 
twenty-minute informational 
video. Students who wish to 
hang wall decorations are encour¬ 
aged to do so with bread dough 
provided by the local foundation 
to save wheat cells. Custodial 
workers are responsible for the 
upkeep of the bathrooms and 
common areas of the residences, 
dusting and vacuuming student 
rooms on a weekly basis, and 
emptying wastebaskets twice 
weekly. Students are responsible 
to attempt to get out of bed be¬ 
fore noon once a semester. Sun¬ 
bathing on roofs strictly prohib¬ 
ited, but is permitted inside of li- 
Students are not 
allowed to have personal 
items, but can stock a 
quota of two gummie 
bears if they are willing 
to share them with Lu 
Perry. 
brary carrels. Students are not 
allowed to have personal items, 
but can stock a quota of two 
gummie bears if they are willing 
to share them with Lu Perry. 
When keys are not returned in a 
swift manner, a $35 fee is charged 
for safety reasons, to cover insur¬ 
ance costs in case the student 
trips and hurts themselves. If 
they are still not returned, a $40 
fee is charged to fund Dean 
Sawyer's tic-tac habit, and a 
$10 fee to make him feel like 
he is important. Firearms are 
permitted on campus only if 
displayed in a decorative man¬ 
ner. For the protection of 
student's safety and property, 
students are locked out of their 
rooms for vacations. The 
rooms are safe, and the stu¬ 
dents have the opportunity to 
experience life in the great out¬ 
doors. All on-campus students 
are on the meal plan. Off-cam¬ 
pus students may partake in 
meal privileges only when 
there are on campus. 
Birkenstocks and white base¬ 
ball hats must be worn in the 
College dining areas at all 
time. Students should refer to 
the orange balloons posted at 
strategic locations for more 
specific information. 
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The Perry reign of terror has a happy ending 
The Chopsticks restaurant, an innocent victim in the Perry plot. Detetive Moans photo. 
by Chandel Lear 
Most first-years be¬ 
come filled with glee and the 
thrill of actualized indepen¬ 
dence when they put their new 
Gustav Klimt "The Kiss" poster 
above there roommate's favor¬ 
ite Precious Moments scene. 
This innocent gesture, noting the 
entrance into college, means a 
great deal to those two young 
folks as they question the depth 
and breadth to which their 
friendship will develop. 
Lu Perry, dorm damage 
recorder of the Physical Plant, 
has always had other plans for 
innocent students like these two. 
Perry is responsible for deter¬ 
mining the cost and measures to 
which the Physical Plant em¬ 
ployees must go to enforce vio¬ 
lations of respect to our beloved 
campus residences. During the 
'96/'97 school year, Perry has set 
a new record for dorm damage 
fees collected. She has set a new 
standard for her industry. Her 
counterpart at Cornell Univer¬ 
sity, Shafta de Stewdents, can't 
comprehend the leaps that Perry 
has made: "It's not just that 
those Bates Students are rich 
and have a general disrespect 
for property, there's something 
else going on here. Indeed, re¬ 
cent leads have led to a complex 
web of allegations and claims 
that Perry has yet to face and 
dispute." 
In the fall, Perry was al¬ 
legedly involved in the vagrant 
mutilation of Webb House dur¬ 
ing October break. Even though 
there was circumstantial evi¬ 
dence connecting her to the 
scene, however, and charges 
were dropped. An anonymous 
eyewitness saw Perry in Webb 
House with a white glove and a 
"bad attitude," the Chase House 
resident stated in his sobriety. 
Later in the year there were mul¬ 
tiple sightings of Perry.furiously 
taping up the walls of a room in 
Cheney house, while the said 
resident was out at a furiously 
populated Student Health Link 
rager. 
Anonymous witnesses 
said that they saw her using duct 
tape to rip the plaster off the 
walls of this room in order to 
build up the dues owed by the 
residents to the Physical Plant. 
Later in the month locks of 
Perry's tresses were seen hang¬ 
ing off of some twenty fire hy¬ 
drants in Page that were shot off 
on multiple Sunday afternoons. 
Perry was also seen lighting 
candles in Parker Hall in order to 
set off fire alarms. All of these acts 
were cited as costing upwards of 
$50,000 (student responsible 
dorm damage fees). 
The most intriguing 
lead that got at the bottom of the 
Perry damage controversy was 
uncovered in January when some 
Bates Safe Walkers saw her at Off 
Track Betting. Two large men in 
black trench coats were seen 
rouging her up shouting, "Giv¬ 
ing us the money, you white 
honky rat." She responded 
"that's redundant— it's gonna 
cost you $20.00." The Safe Walk¬ 
ers, always looking out for their 
fellow Bates community mem¬ 
bers, radioed, "Thirty-one to 
base, thirty-one tobass... we have 
one suspected gambling addict 
with Mafia ties down at the 
OTB... over." The security switch 
board operator recorded it faith¬ 
fully in the log and forgot about 
it. 
Inspector Smar T. Pants 
in the Lewiston Police Depart¬ 
ment used this clue he found 
about the OTB incident to bolster 
his search concerning the infa¬ 
mous Chopsticks rumor. Inspec¬ 
tor Pants was searching for the 
culprits who began the jerk circle 
rumor about The Chopsticks Chi¬ 
nese Food restaurant. Coinciden¬ 
tally this clue was uncovered as 
he was filing a claim to the Park¬ 
ing Appeals Board of Bates Col¬ 
lege due to the fact that he re¬ 
ceived a ticket while he parked 
in an unauthorized zone to 
change a flat tire. 
He connected Perry's 
OTB alleged Mafia run-in with 
the emergence of many restau¬ 
rants owned, or in homage to, 
Italians in the L/A area. He 
managed to speak to some ex- 
Silo managers fired by Perry 
during their first year at Bates. 
They shared, "Perry always 
talked about buying Italian 
cookbooks in Bookland. I also 
saw her burning wooden chop¬ 
sticks in the kitchen one day. 
She was startled when she saw 
me that day." 
It seems that 
Perry had 
been schem¬ 
ing to close 
down Chop¬ 
sticks restau¬ 
rant in order 
cut out any 
competitors 
which would 
lower busi¬ 
ness she 
hoped to gain 
by assuming 
the manage¬ 
rial position at 
Davinci's. 
This was 
Pants' assumption after a cur¬ 
sory look into the clues and evi¬ 
dence at hand. His hypothesis 
about her actions seemed to hold 
up because her appearance at 
scenes of damage crimes were tied 
to her need for funds to pay off 
debts to the mob. Records showed 
that she was embezzling funds for 
months. The aspects of her action 
connected and held an almost air¬ 
tight case. The motivation for ac¬ 
cruing funds wasn't clear however. 
In the last two months the 
Inspector found a momentous lead 
which revealed the truth behind 
the whole OTB run-in incident and 
her appearance at scenes of actual 
dorm damaging. One late night last 
week the Inspector's aid to the case, 
Detective Moans, was watching 
late night B porno films on USA up- 
all-night when he saw Perry in ad 
with Sally Struthers for "Save the 
Children." Struthers introduced 
her as, "my giving sister-in-law." 
Defective Moans also found, in 
conjunction, that Perry and her 
husband had sponsored over'500 
children in Ethiopia in the past five 
months. A government informant 
told the Detective that the OTB en¬ 
counter was an incident of a run- 
in with the officials from the Ameri¬ 
can embassy to Ethiopia. 
The clinching clue in the 
Perry saga was her appearance at 
the police violence which occurred 
on Frye St. this year. She volun¬ 
teered to help beat down Phyllis 
Nestle Crunch who, the detective 
found, refused to sponsor a child 
at the "Save the Children" table a 
week before hjs arrest and victim¬ 
ization of police harassment. He 
sighted that he couldn't pay for 
sponsoring a child because he al¬ 
ready accrued a bill of $4,000 dorm 
damage for the month of Septem¬ 
ber, even though he lived off cam¬ 
pus. It seemed that he wiped some 
dirt on a rug in the lobby of Page 
when he was visiting a friend the 
first week of school. 
The final conclusion to the 
Perry dilemma is explained as fol¬ 
lows: Lu Perry was in a desperate 
need to earn money fast as of Au¬ 
gust 1996, due to the fact the she 
pledged to sponsor those 500+ 
malnourished children in Ethiopia. 
She began on a tirade to raise 
funds. She embezzled funds from 
the Physical Plant by faking stu¬ 
dent damaged dorm areas and 
gambling. Then when that was not 
enough she got a second job as a 
manager at Davinci's. Fully intent 
on sizing down the competition in 
the L/A area she started the vi¬ 
ciously untrue rumor about the 
Chopsticks messiness. 
She will go into civil court 
as well as meetings of the Student 
Conduct committee here at Bates. 
It is expected however that she will 
get off with a slight slap on the 
wrist because, even though that is 
the average deliberation by our 
campus conduct committee for 
most serious crimes, the beautiful 
truth that has arisen from this 
seemingly horrendous plot is that 
in this case the ends justifies the 
means. Lu Perry truly truly cares 
about people. 
The clinching clue in the Perry saga was her 
appearance at the police violence which 
occurred on Frye St. this year. She 
volunteered to help beat down Phyllis Nestle 
Crunch who, the detective found, refused to 
sponsor a child at the "Save the Children" 
table a week before his arrest and 
victimization of police harassment. 
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Gravy Train to End 
by Bucky Waterbree 
The old OneCard ID featured a telltale "NM" beneath a student's 
picture for students not participating in the meal plan. Outraged to dis¬ 
cover wily students cheating the system, simply erasing the NM, Dean of 
Students Stephen Sawyer promised las!) November to "fuck shit up." 
After six months of nearly constant thought on this problem, 
Sawyer is finally making good on his word. Always willing to dilute his 
genius into deceptively simple layman's terms, Sawyer explains that in 
place of the NM, the new identification cards will feature a string of be¬ 
tween one and sixteen miniature brand-name fruit stickers for students 
on the meal plan, and a blank space for those not on the meal plan. 
"Something like this is nearly impossible to duplicate," says Saw¬ 
yer. "Just try erasing that blank space! To simulate the meal plan ID, 
imagine how many bananas students would have to eat! And where do 
they get the bananas? That will be difficult if they can't get into Com¬ 
mons! " 
If Sawyer's plan works, Director of Food Services Bob Volpi hopes 
to solicit suggestions for a catchy new slogan for Commons; it has yet to 
be determined, however, whether the staff will need to replace its classic 
motto, "Come on in, The Back Door's Always Open." 
Editor's note: This is an unconfirmed report. All decisions made 
by Dean Sawyer are subject to approval by the real Deans. 
Plans for the money saved: Commons Copies CHC 
Sawyer's plan is expected to save Bates College millions of dol¬ 
lars in the foods most frequently eaten by freeloading hippies, such as 
beets, granola, and baby com; the money saved will be to fund CHC- 
style uniforms for all Commons staff. Each meal will be advertised by a 
different t-shirt. 
The backs of these brightly colored shirts will say "SECURITY" 
in big, intimidating letters, and the fronts will feature the meal's high¬ 
lights, such as "Tuesday morning: Eggs and Toast" and "Friday after¬ 
noon: Shepherd's Pie and Tater Tots and Peas." 
"It's fashionable advertising, everyone should do it" was CHC's 
official statement. Volpi was equally enthusiastic: "Why should stupid 
CHC members be the only ones authorized to waste their budget on stu¬ 
pid t-shirts to commemorate everything they do?" hopes to solicit sug¬ 
gestions for a catchy new slogan for Commons; it has yet to be deter¬ 
mined, however, whether the staff will need to replace its classic motto, 
"Come on in, The Back Door's Always Open." 
Editor's note: This is an unconfirmed report. All decisions made 
by Dean Sawyer are subject to approval by the real Deans. 
for those Freeloading Hippies 
College 
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Nooze Briefs 
Maintenance Chief Lou Perry has announced that during the next academic year students will be required to 
tithe ten percent of their discretionary funds to her office. Mr. Perry explained that the money was needed to 
expand her house, which could no longer accommodate all of the items pilfered from summer storage. 
Dean of Admissions William Hiss, in an attempt to assuage student concern over apparent gender bias, an¬ 
nounced that anyone, male or female, who could demonstrate a blood relationship to the prominent alumnus 
would be eligible for the new "Son of Gumbel" scholarship. 
Keri Fox will not be returning to the Student in the capacity of copy editor after losing a hard fought spelling 
bee competition to another applicant. 
The Student would like to announce the hiring of Dan Quayle as next year's copy editor. 
Registrar found not to be 
registered employee of College 
by Rasta Sconskin 
In a plot uncovered by Gene Clough, the administration and 
student body was shocked to discover that Registrar Meredith Braz was 
not actually employed by the college. Braz was exposed during the bi¬ 
weekly stir fry cookout in Memorial Commons. Seniors were heard 
muttering, "Shit...you mean all this time she's been cashing in on my 
poor time management and resulting late fees?" In between bites of 
chicken teriyaki and rice, one senior surmised, "Yeah right she 'lost' my 
secondary concentration form." 
Over the close circuit television system erected especially for the 
occasion, Clough spoke to the masses from his office beneath Hathom 
hall, "Last semester I began to question whether she really was an em¬ 
ployee because I noticed that she was never in her office. Additionally, 
large amounts of dollars began to disappear from the college's bank ac¬ 
counts immediately following the designated drop date and most recently 
the day after the add date for Short Term '97." 
When probed for juicier details, Clough revealed an elaborate 
vacuum system operating beneath the counter. "It appears as if Braz is 
wilier than myself when it comes to small machines. One vacuum sys¬ 
tem even involved the Financial office across the hall. All checks for $50 
were automatically sent from the vacuum tube running from the Finan¬ 
cial office under the floor in the crawlspace and up into Braz's office. The 
second system ran independently from the first involving a paper shred¬ 
der and incinerator for specific forms involving no carbon copy, such as 
the secondary concentration form. This scam was targeted at stressed- 
out Seniors looking to pad their resumes with any sort of accomplish¬ 
ment or skill that they could." 
When asked what he thought her motivation could possibly be 
for the pilfering and general havoc Braz created in the lives of Bates stu- 
Marsha Brady, chairperson of the Physical Education department announced yesterday that a course in Fooseball 
to be taught at the Blue Goose will be among the offerings next year. 
In an effort to make his job easier, and to improve the student satisfaction rate, Dean Sawyer announced a new 
system of advising students interested in studying abroad. "It's a big dart board with a map on it!" exclaimed 
the Dean. "I can just blindfold them and hand them the darts ... well I guess I will hide behind my desk too." 
Twelve students died of exposure while playing with cardboard swords on the Quad after the door to Adams 
unexpectedly froze shut. 
In an effort to catch students who seek to forge their advisor's signatures, the registrar will now require that 
students bring a sperm and/or blood sample from their advisor in addition to a signed add/drop form. "I 
thought about it when I heard about Chopsticks ... but students will be asked to keep the stuff off the forms" 
she said. 
Lewiston Police have announced an A.P.B. for a suspected pedophiliac named Andrew Bluely. 
Alarmed by the number of rubber gloves used by the Bio Department this year the Administration announced 
an inquiry into the matter. One yellow scrod scientif (believed to be a member of the department) said, "con¬ 
sidering what we do to our students, I think it best that we use some protection." 
dents, Clough responded with a scratch of his head and this comment: "Well obviously, she sought to increase 
her socio-economic status by claiming to be a Bates employee and inventing these 'fees' to take all the petty 
cash the students have. I mean, the most a work-study student makes is barely above minimum wage. Com¬ 
pared to other colleges, this pay-rate is appalling, but that's another scam I plan to expose at a later time." 
President Harward expressed his dismay and bewilderment that he and other members of the admin¬ 
istration had been duped for so long, "We upstairs here in Lane hall are scratching our heads over this one. 
Oops! A committee to look into other possible illegitimate employees is being formed as we speak. Shortly 
thereafter, sub-committees will be formed to examine and expose other fradulent activities on campus. Cost¬ 
cutting has never been one of our policies except when it comes to student-run organizations, but this is a 
pretty blantant example of extortion and mis-appropriation of funds. Now if you'll excuse me, there is 
a...uhh...catered dinner...yeah...that Ann and I are hosting at our home." 
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Chewbacca to speak at 
commencement, Film Board rejoices 
by Hans Christian Anderson 
He may not be well known on the lecture circuit, but he can sure pack a punch. Or at 
least that is what the information provided by college relations indicate about the an¬ 
nouncement last week that Chewbacca would be giving this year's commencement ad¬ 
dress. 
"We had not set out to land a wookie," said President Donald Allgood, "but when 
the opportunity arose, we just couldn't pass it down." 
Inside sources indicate that the actual impetus for the hairy creatures arrival may 
have been a paucity of candidates willing to travel through the cold Maine non-spring. 
When the first 433 contacted mentioned the ill health of relatives or the conflict of a son 
or daughter's Little League game, the college decided that perhaps it was time to shift 
their strategy. At that point, a wookie seemed like the natural choice, being a long-lost 
relative to the Saskatchewan native to northern Maine. 
"Oh, don't worry," said Josh Myles '00, "I'm sure that whatever language he speaks 
is just as good as the next." 
Senior Staff members of THE BATES STUDENT have theses 
to Sell: 
Real cheap, real good 
"The complexities of the third recessive gene for hair color: Bliss on a desert island" Fifi Shalom —The Department of 
Philosophy and Religion 
"How to dance with the chicks? The literature of post-colonial Madagascar" Hogman Jones—The Department of English 
"The negotiation of Tim's Identity: When the blonde Texas cowboy lost his lasso his sister wouldn't let him live free as 
he was born" Rainbow Brite—The Department of Political Science 
"Defying time and space: Time-traveling and learning Basic Math" Suzy never get Dunn—The Department of 
Political Science 
"How many feminists does it take to screw in a light bulb? That's not funny" Rachel I-don't-believe-Jesus-was-the- 
Messiah Shingles—The Department of Women's Studies 
"Whoa there, I almost had writer's block" and "I didn't have writer's block so @#$% you, I just took my time 
because I'm damn smart" Out for lunch now Smith —The Department of History and The Department of Philosophy 
and Religion 
Spelling to stop the flood of bad 90210 rip-offs Pa^e 7 
-V ^ sucks. And what's up with 
by Brenda DuBois 
To the disappointment of 
millions of television watchers, 
successful TV producer Aaron 
Spelling, who is so old he 
doesn't remember how old he is 
anymore, announced his retire¬ 
ment from the television indus¬ 
try, thus signalling the end of 
three decades of substandard 
weekly TV shows that are thin 
on plot but long on beautiful 
people. Spelling made the sur¬ 
prise announcement before 
stunned onlookers at a press 
conference in the Beverly Hilton. 
Spelling is the mastermind be¬ 
hind such long-running hit 
shows from the '70s and '80s as 
Charlie's Angels and The Love 
Boat. In the '90s, Spelling and 
"Melrose." Similar to the Bran¬ 
don and Brenda Walsh characters 
of 90210 and Allison 
Whatshername of Melrose Place, 
the premise of Spelling's latest ef¬ 
fort, Pacific Palisades, features a 
wholesome Midwestern architect 
and his wife who relocate to 
southern California and are cor¬ 
rupted by the "sex, drugs, and 
silicon" lifestyle of their cosmo¬ 
politan neighbors. 
Spelling apparently thought 
the viewing public would swal¬ 
low this weak plot line hook, line 
and sinker, but was only left shak¬ 
ing his head as his latest show 
takes another dive in the Nielsen 
ratings. When asked to comment, 
Spelling had this to offer, "I guess 
my shows have always sucked. 
Perhaps the success can be ex¬ 
plained exactly by their poor 
quality. I thought that the view¬ 
ers had no standards, but I guess 
I underestimated how low I could 
go. But let's face it, Central Park 
West and Models Inc. just sucked. 
90210 and Melrose Place have also 
seen their better days. Even I 
don't know what's going on any¬ 
more. Can someone please tell 
me which women on Melrose 
Jake hasn't slept with? And 
where did that Jane character go? 
If Donna and David don't do it by 
the end of this season, I'm not 
watching anymore!" 
A random, un-scientific 
viewer poll revealed the majority 
of viewer complaints stemed 
from problems in plot, acting, and 
most importantly, wardrobe. 
Charles Kovacs of the Office of 
Career Services commented on 
the unrealistic portrayal of a se¬ 
nior year in college in 90210. "Al¬ 
though the Valerie character of¬ 
fers a good role model of a young 
businesswoman, the Bates OCS 
does not recommend sleeping 
your way to the top as an effec¬ 
tive networking method... unless 
of course you want to. But seri¬ 
ously, why don't any of these 'stu¬ 
dents' have resumes? I've visited 
the California University career 
center web site, and frankly, it 
Amanda's clothes? Unless you 
plan a career walking up and 
down Lisbon street late at night, I 
wouldn't wear such short, body- 
hugging clothes." 
Once the excitement of the ini¬ 
tial announcement wore off, Spell¬ 
ing began a question and answer 
session. Unfortunately, the press 
conference came to an abrupt halt 
as a reporter from the Lewiston 
Sun-Journal touched a sore sport 
with the question, "One popular, 
yet heinously poor show you had 
nothing to do with is Baywatch. 
Do you care to comment on the one 
that got away?" Spelling then 
stormed from the podium mutter¬ 
ing, "Fucking Hasselhof." 
Need Extra 
to 
COLLECT YOUR $124,000 BATES 
Please return your acquired Bates 
the Chemical Plant (Small House) before you leave 
and receive $124,000. Offer limited to the first thirty 
individuals to arrive. 
The new Chemical Plant is located 
from the Old Physical Plant. 
away 
Office Hours are Tuesday-Sunday 9:00 p.m. - 5.00 a.m. 
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Valdez Spill Cover -Up for Short Term Conspiracy 
Tweety Bird photo Bates Professors march in D.C.— one of many protests rallying support for Toe Binn's policies 
Toe Binn to Crack Down on Warm-Weather Nookie 
by Bali Swindle 
We believe that it was Nostradamus who once said, "All 
future events can be detemined by intensely contemplating 
the intricacies of Short Term barbeques." Although we can 
not claim that our powers of insight match those of He Who 
Now Giddily Inhabits Dionne Warwick's Body, the signs are 
becoming terrifyingly obvious this Short Term. Nearly drop¬ 
ping chilly burgers from hands shaking with cold, Batesies 
with particularly sensitive aural faculties heard in the gusty 
wind a faint yet hair-raising cackly voice, which some say 
resembled that of the History department's Ms. Toe Binn, 
whispering "I'll teach them to hate the month of May! They'll 
come crying to me, 'Ms. Binn, Ms. Binn, we're on our knees! 
Short Term in Fall, Please Please Please!" 
Indeed, one crystal-toting young lady screeched in hor¬ 
ror upon seeing a ghostly vision of Toe Binn menacingly 
churning a giant wind machine above Chase Hall, which 
seemed to be aimed with particular vengefulness upon 
Bates' two math majors/ "Tyranical Upholders of the Aca¬ 
demic Hierarchy" who had gleefully been ingesting potato 
salad until their mouths froze mid-chew. "Ha! See if you 
can oppress the People with your monomaniacal logarithms 
now that your fingers are frozen as solid as Pudding Pops!" 
While at first it might seem illogical that students would 
want the free-lovin' experience of Short Term to be moved 
to an even colder month, it's not. Professor Sean Jedley , 
head of Environmental Studies, has gathered conclusive data 
showing that the increasingly alarming shifts in climatic 
patterns which have until now been attributed to high lev¬ 
els of carbon dioxide in the atmosphere are in acuality part 
of Toe Binn's dialbolical plan to make fall infinitely comfier 
than the spring. "She's been planning this since she was a 
twinkle in her father's eye. We're starting to suspect that 
any natural disaster that has ever occurred, such as the 
Exxon-Valdez oil spill or Wine-In-A-Box, has been engi¬ 
neered for her sinister purposes." Most of us have suddenly 
realized that our right armpits smell markedly worse than 
our left armpits. Coincidence, or something more? With this 
whirlwind of conspiracy, it is no wonder that Toe Binn has 
had no time to read her advisees' theses that were completed 
in January. 
But WHY, What could her motives be? And from 
whence do her powers come? Let's embark upon an under¬ 
standing of the first of these daunting questions. The ad¬ 
ministration, astute as ever, has begun to realize that stu¬ 
dents "mate like bunnies on Ecstasy" as the weather turns 
warmer. They hope to turn the carnal moans of pleasure 
heard amidst the sounds of projectile vomiting into forlorn 
moans of sad longing for the loss of these profound and 
beautiful scenarios in which one might be seen clad only in 
CK bra and undies and hoisted over the numbed shoulder 
of some would-be-Cyrano-if -he could -utter any thing-but - 
a- grunt while drooling, and crooning "More than Words" 
by Extreme. If Short Term were to become autumnal, a lot 
of students, particularly stupid-hook-up susceptible first - 
years, the relaxed work load would probably not mix with 
the heightened collective libido in such a fearful way- 
among other things, the drunken thrashing could very well 
knock over the primal flame of the forbidden, seductive 
candle. One theory which is quickly gaining acceptance is 
that Toe Binn is a secret agent from Colby sent to stop 
Batesies from procreating, thus paving the way to popula¬ 
tion domination for those who are obviously genetically 
superior as evidenced by their Saab to student ratio. Again, 
it all goes back to the open-flame ban. Fire is power, with¬ 
out it, what is humankind? There are no S'mores, and, hence, 
no civilization. 
As to the source of her power, the obvious answer is 
Satan himself. But this seems a little to obvious. It is more 
likely the spirit of Mao Tse Dung, simply because it is fun to 
blame things on Communists, particularly when they dead 
and unlikely to defend themselves. And it's fun to say- "Mao, 
Mao, Mao." The other prominent theory is that her Short 
Term class is so boring that she wants it to be colder outside 
so people have less incentive to skip it. Nah. 
In any case, the woman is patently subversive. Getting 
Batesies to support a Short Term in Fall is like getting Re¬ 
publicans to stop wearing underwear. Neither scenario is 
plausible, and both are repulsive. 
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Celebrating Diversity 
Bates College is a veritable treasure 
chest of genetic diversity. Can you 
bend, can you curl? Some thumbs 
can be made to arch backwards for 
the most graceful hitchhiking you 
ever saw, and some thumbs have no 
choice but to remain upright in law- 
abiding positions. Some tongues can 
roll like a velvet carpet, back and 
forth and in circles, and some must 
remain flat, lacking— the muscles, or 
the desire? To everything there is a 
place, and we at The Spudent want 
you to find yours. Look in the mirror, 
try these tricks, and remember, we are 
all winners in the end. 
Thy weekly horoscope. ..Getting the cat high 
Gemini (May 21st-June 20th): This is your h irthday-time. Unfortunately, you will he plagued hy rare and irreparable dental problems. In some situations, complete despair 
is the most appropriate response. But, Yum, birthday cake! 
Aquarius (January 20th-February 18th): I know something you don’t know. 
Cancer (June 21st-July 22nd): Don’t go ch asin’ waterfalls. But this doesn’t mean that it’s not-in good taste for you 
to water-ski on the Puddle. 
Leo (J uly 23rd-August 22nd): Hey, nice pants! 
Virgo (August 23rd-September 22nd): if you were a type of cheese, you would he Havarti Dill. This is a nice cheese, 
hut what I’m really trying to say is that you have green stuff stuck between your teeth. 
Libra (September 23rd-October 22nd): Turn on your heart light-let it shine wherever you go. Please stop saying “My 
had.” 
Scorpio (October 23rd- N ovemh er 21st): You will he visited hy Satan’s missionaries. You will he unable to keep down 
any food besides Kix. Your dorm will he locked Tuesday morning. 
Sagittarius (November 22nd-December 21st): if you are out to dinner with your parents this graduation and they 
start asking you about getting a job, you should pretend that you dropped your fork, slowly sink under the table, and crawl 
rapidly toward the door. Do not stop for a mint 
Capricorn (December 22nd-January 19th): You are my sunshine. You make me happy when skies are grey. I 
resent you for making me happy. Jerk. 
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Pisces (February I9th-March 20th): Here you go again on your own. Going down the only road you’ve ever known. Like a drifter you were hom to walk alone. But you know 
what it means- to walk along this lonely street of dreams. Here you go again. 
AneS (March 2lst-April 19th): Once I had a nice sparkly rock, and I named it Little Reuben Sandwich. Have you seen my little rock? 
Taurus (April 20th-May 20th): Be wary of people who repeatedly deceive you and, whde laughing, slap you in the face. Stop eating so many pork rinds. I am not even 
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Cubism, or the aesthetics 
of the resident island paradise 
by The Author 
Cubism, thought a lost art 
form among the American public, 
has recently regained a rebirth 
through its Avid promulgation on 
the Bates campus. Known for the 
non-objectivity of their painting 
and sculpture, marked by reduc¬ 
tion and fragmentation of natural 
forms into abstract, and often geo¬ 
metric structures, cubism held a 
popular appeal in the 1960's 
among certain bourgeois intellec¬ 
tuals could afford to frame the 
rigid structure but had the simul¬ 
taneous liberty to live as artists 
outside of it. 
Lead by their gifted leader 
Avid Chartsky, the cubists have set 
to work painting their gilded 
manifestations across the Bates 
campus. The highlight of the cub¬ 
ist movement is presented by a 
pilgrimage to the focal land itself, 
towards which cubists point their 
brushes every morning before be¬ 
ginning to paint, draw, or halluci¬ 
nate. Lured by the thought of fresh 
beaches and cheap cigars, the trip 
this year attracted a record num¬ 
ber of applicants. Unfortunately, 
the administration does not yet 
have the same commitment to¬ 
wards cubism which members of 
its community membership does, 
and allocations could only be 
made for the usual number of 
spaces for study abroad trips. 
Nevertheless, there is hope for life, 
liberty, and the pursuit of 
castoroilness, as the returning art¬ 
ists, suitably apprenticed in their 
craft, are sure to invigorate their 
peers in much the same manner as 
those who have gone on preced¬ 
ing trips. 
The name cubism often cre¬ 
ates the misimpression that this 
variation of the creative 
interpretivist focuses his or her art 
solely upon the cube. In actually, 
most cubist have little interests in 
the cube, but find that its rough 
edges makes for a useful circum¬ 
ference by which to crack the rest 
of the globe. Logically sound, 
sonically precise, cubism is based 
upon the ideological standpoint 
that all human behavior can be 
reduced to a straight line, and that 
that line leads straight downward. 
In order to reorient said line, the 
cubist forces upon the line the 
twist of the comer, i.e., locks it into 
place, by means of a rigid statial 
structure. 
In the realm of variations 
upon the rule of place between 
points, meaning, the globe as a 
whole, cubism has in the course of the last ten years received 
a rapid disintegration of public appeal. The social spheres 
based upon square houses and square jobs and square lives, 
all predetermined by larger forces then the individual tooth¬ 
pick itself, broke down when a pluck of wind brought in the 
necessary fresh air to demonstrate the inability to pre-assess 
horizons of dimension. Specifically, by hindering the free¬ 
dom of the geometric angles to determine their own locale, 
cubism (previously known as cabalism, as based on the Dis 
Cabidal of Kart Box) destabilized its very foundations, which 
had sought to advocate a freedom of movement for the line 
misinferred to be hindered by lack of hindrance. Cubism 
claimed to reestablish freedom and aesthetic beauty, but in 
reality it denied lines the opportunity to determine their own 
direction while providing little in they way of 
recompensatory payment. In the cabalist countries, the vote 
of the triangles and pentagons was denied. As plebes, their 
interest could only be decided by denying them the right to 
decide their interest. The only shapes that could vote were 
the hexagons, typically limited to one per country. Indepen¬ 
dent on the status of the other shapes, the hexagon could 
easily forget about the other parties to his plane, at least to 
the extent of not recognizing their voice. The plebes were 
not completely forgotten, though, for the hexagons typically 
took care to set up a bureaucracy suitable to ensure that no 
triangle or pentagon sought to change their shape, but that 
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a mechanic or aesthetic level. 
The cubists, not having to live within their artwork, but 
merely being the ones to portray it for public audiences at 
glitzy New York coffeehouses, can show their paintings of 
boxes and boxes, never recognizing what it would be like if 
they were like the triangle or pentagon which had to be forced 
into a box for the benefit of some abstract geometric power 
trip of some third class hexagon. Instead of pointing to the 
hexagon, they point to the globe. 
It is the globes fault, for the globe has separated itself 
from the domain of the hexagon. On those occasions where 
the globe cooperates with the hexagon, it is also the globe's 
fault. In the first case, the globe is guilt of incircularity. In 
the second case, the globe is guilty of contributing squares 
by which the boxes are made. 
But there is much to learn for a cubists, and these trips to 
the homeland are good for such opportunity. They can go 
there, stay in a fancy hotel, admire the fine weather, and never 
have to understand why it is that the government legally 
prohibits its own shapes from staying in said hotel for fear of 
indoctrination by the foreigners, who just might commit the 
ignorant but nevertheless criminal activity of letting the lo¬ 
cals know that compared to what it could be, their standard 
of living pretty much sucks, and it is their government the 
hexagon's fault. 
Cubists, as rigid geometrists, have difficulty with any 
viewpoint outside of the Boxist straight line, and 
thus more complex views of history, as might be 
represented by a dissident from the hexagonal 
government, are rarely encouraged in the voy¬ 
ages to the cube. Anything outside of the linear 
chart of bad intentions, inability of an individual 
to make decisions, and the truly complete fail¬ 
ure of cabalist sculpturing to provide anything 
all remained within narrow dimensions. An analogy might 
be the female feet of some of the traditional elements of 
patriarchical China, which were forcibly broken, and 
wrapped in bandages, so as too keep them small enough to 
be beautiful. This is what the cabalists sought to do to its 
plebes. 
Unsurprisingly, the plebes soon rebelled against this rep¬ 
resentation of their interest. They wondered about the ne¬ 
cessity of this conflict between their freedom of movement 
and the ability to benefit from that movement. Just because 
one is a triangle or a pentagon, does that mean that one must 
choose between freedom and justice? And must one choose 
absolutely, at the complete expense of both? For as soon as 
freedom was lost, justice was soon lost thereafter, for the 
guarantor of the ability to shift ones lines were swiftly de¬ 
nied. It is claimed that life were at its highest, but nailed to 
the ground and not allowed to leave the confines of their 
domain, some of these triangles and pentagons wondered, 
became knowledgeable, rose up, rebelled. 
So why has cubism suddenly become of interest? Why 
the fascination with a tinpot can of castoroil who has only 
brought his shapes to poverty without providing them with 
much in the way of degrees of movement? I suspect it is 
because of cubists desire for steady and unrelenting answers, 
answers that can provide the security of certainty but by 
being so far from what actually takes place in practice, does 
not have to meet the tests of experience or critical inquiry. 
From afar, cube might seem a dream, an island paradise. It 
is only up close that you begin to see the walls. 
Granted, there are certain paper-specified guarantees are 
established within the cube, but these are rarely to never met 
in actuality. The infrastructure of the rigid compartmental- 
ization and specifications of obligations is so strict that the 
society has crumbled from within. It lacks function either at 
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near a decent standard of living is usually con¬ 
veniently ignored at first, rationalized at second. 
The modern cubist does not believe in reason or 
the ability to compare competing ideals, but they sure as hell 
believe in rationalization. If the medical facilities in the cube 
are inadequate, it is because those of the far better off circle 
and of other portions of the globe refuse to grant some of the 
benefits they have to the cube. Why these nations which are 
not geometric are able to have such strong facilities, being as 
geometrists only believe in the adequacy of their own sys¬ 
tem, is never made quite clear. The cube received billions of 
xs and ys pumped into its economy for years, but are never¬ 
theless incapable of functioning competitively, or even giv¬ 
ing its plebes the most decent rights, despite the high talents 
of many individual triangles and pentagons, and despite the 
natural resources that are contained within the cube. 
It is fortunate, though, that despite staying at the exclu¬ 
sively residence and being able to shop at exclusively for¬ 
eign shops and go to exclusively foreign beaches that the 
cubists can still interact with the locals when these locals serve 
in the capacities of waiters or cleaning people. This brings to 
the cubists a true sympathy and reciprocal understanding 
with those receiving the many benefits (such as prison for 
dissent, or denial of exit or employment opportunities) that 
they are denied being in a country which, despite its own 
faults and inadequacies, nevertheless maintains in a legally 
bound way the prioritization of the individual ability to 
choose as the only true guarantor even a chance at a equality 
in any sense of the word. One can receive guarantees of food, 
shelter, and health care in a jail, and one can receive guaran¬ 
tees (of lesser degrees of) food, shelter, and health care in the 
cube, but this analogy is frequently lost on the cubists. It is 
easier to place blanket accusations upon the government or 
some other unseen interest than to recognize the true com¬ 
plexities of human life, and some ways which might be taken 
to resolve it short of abrogation of the very rights which one 
is seeking to protect. The cubists are so determined on the 
geometric structure of human life, for if there were to be any 
other viable alternative, as there is, the geometric structure 
would collapse of its instability. Cubes can only last through 
the hexagon, and there is a reason for it. Not being able to 
Continued on the Next Page 
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make your own choices sucks, no matter what 
excuses or rationalizations are made for it. 
We hear that Avid Chartsky is leaving 
now, for a land which may not have the home¬ 
liness of Bates but which might have a higher 
pay or better reputation. Fortunately for her, 
she has the choice to leave. Wherever she is, 
as long as she is in the circle which she criti¬ 
cizes so greatly, she will have the opportunity 
speak out, to say her own opinion. The people 
in her cube are not so lucky. Every time they 
so much as want to walk around the block, use 
a telephone, speak with neighbor, anything, 
they must bang their head against a square 
and, outwardly at least, rigidly conform to it. 
Leaving is a matter of hexagonal discretion. 
Unlike the cubists, those inside the cube see it 
as a sphere different from hotels and trains of 
partyliners speaking the partyline. Some day, 
when the cube has broken for the crime it com¬ 
mits to decency, through the arrogance of dic¬ 
tatorship and denial of opportunity, we will 
hear what they have to say. 
We will then see the cube for what it is. 
Something with some noble goals, that justice 
and provisions for all must be made in some 
manner. But something which, simulta¬ 
neously, through its abridgement of freedom, 
is necessarily incapable of fulfilling those goals. Section7 
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Fire Hazard! Electricity banned at Bates 
by Billy Joel 
In response to a recent 
campus fire, the administration 
has drafted a new policy 
designed to obviate the 
possibility of further 
conflagrations. The fire in 
question, which burned a 
number of houses on Wood 
Street to the ground, was the 
result of electrical wiring which 
was over 100 years old. "We 
recognize the danger that old 
wiring poses to the safety of 
students" noted Fire Safety 
Officer Dan Blondeonblonde. 
Mr. BlondeonBlonde said that 
J.B. Hall, The Bill, Coram Library, 
Hathom Hall, The Chapel, and 
Parker were among the buildings 
(still standing) with old wiring. 
As it would be very expensive to 
upgrade all of the buildings, and 
there are a number of others 
which would require upgrades 
in the near future, the 
administration has elected to 
eliminate electricity from the 
campus altogether. 
"Think about the danger 
that this wiring poses" implored 
Mr. Blondeonblonde, "what if 
there was a fire in the basement 
of Smith? As the dorm does not 
allow for any lateral movement, 
those kids would be in deep shit, 
and you know how shit smells 
when it burns." 
"We would like to upgrade the 
wiring, but 59 million just doesn't 
go very far these days ... I 
remember when that was a lot of 
money" stated a high ranking 
Administration official. 
Tim, a senior living in Smith 
saw no problem with the decision, 
"I'm from Maine, we don't have 
Capitalist squares 
have taken all of those 
"e" words like 
electricity and 
elections for granted 
that shit at home, why should it 
bother me." After giving the 
matter careful thought, however, 
he began to express doubts, "Wait, 
how would I play my Sega?" 
Rep. Ass. Richard "don't call 
me Tricky Dick" HI was quick to 
defend the actions. "I think they 
carefully considered the 
alternatives, they did a feasibility 
study on filling all of the dorms 
with water, but found that 
providing all of the students with 
Scuba gear would have been 
prohibitively expensive. The 
danger that nitrogen absorption 
into the bloodstream would pose 
would be greater than that posed 
by the wiring itself. I am very 
proud, that I had a part in this," he 
said. "It is simply the best way to 
prevent fires, and it will look great 
on my resume." 
Administrators were quick to 
note that students were unlikely to 
notice any change in their daily 
lives. Mr. Blondeonblonde noted, 
"You kids can always light a candle 
... oh ... shit." When pressed, Mr. 
Blondeonblonde refused to retract 
the statement, "Shit if you kids 
didn't sleep until 2 pm lighting 
wouldn't even be an issue." 
"You fucking kids are so 
spoiled with custodians, electricity 
and indoor plum'n it's about time 
someone drew the line" snarled 
Lou Perry. 
San Ffancisco correspondent 
Renaldo Rogers (currently residing 
in Lake Tahoe) said that the 
legislation would certainly have 
less of an impact than the Bain on 
open flames in campus buildings. 
"Well I guess a lot of students 
didn't realize that the Open Flame 
Ban affected Commons too" said 
Mr. Rogers. "Three bag lunches a 
day was the reason I moved to San 
Francisco in the first place." 
One Professor, a noted cubist 
(who will be leaving the Art 
Department) said, "I think it is 
great, now we can better 
understand our brethren to the 
south ... capitalist squares have 
taken all of those "e" words like 
electricity and elections for granted 
... Students need to realize that not 
all tyrannical rulers are on 
isolated islands, we have them 
right here at Bates. I was so happy 
with the way that the Bans have 
been passed despite popular 
opposition - it sheds light on the 
political philosophy behind 
cubist theory. When I heard about 
it I sent a cigar to each 
Administrator I could think of 
and thirty silver pieces to the 
R.A." 
While students saw an evil 
portent, none could predict the 
future. Despite the uncertainty, 
few took issue with the sagacious 
words of campus guru Josiah 
Ahlgren, "Whatever happens, 
this is sure to fuck shit up." 
I'm just timmy about Honors Thesis 
Unih J 
A Bromley Creation 
by Joe Mama 
You can't deny that 
everyone loves our hard¬ 
working Honors thesis students. 
Who couldn't love them after all 
that they have given us? I, for 
one, am thankful for the business 
they provide to the jogging-pant 
outfitters and photocopying 
businesses in the area. Or not to 
mention the amount of money 
the Bates Dining Services saved 
because they were "too busy to 
eat." And what else would we 
have to talk about with out the 
"How's your thesis doing?" 
small talk. Or the day by day 
countdown talk — "wrote five 
pages last night, only 110 to go." 
In fact, I am willing to bet that 
the Honors thesis phenomenon 
probably saved the Bates social 
scene in the cold winter months. 
It's quite clear that the 
administration thinks so too. 
First there is the "I just passed it 
in" cocktail reception for all the 
Honors students and their 
advisers. Then there is the free 
'! i, ■ • A'.i 
meal after the defense which is 
paid for by each Bates department. 
And you can't by any means forget 
the dinner banquet to "really" 
celebrate and honor the 
completion of the year long 
voyage. This is of course coupled 
with the unspoken ideology 
among the Bates professors, staff 
and student body that only an 
Honors thesis is worthy of 
academic recognition. 
Now I'm sure that all these 
awards and recognition make that 
starvation-inducing, world¬ 
turning, fashion-destroying 
process (which let's not forget 
usually is written in a flurried, fit 
of panic in the last month) just that 
much easier to stomach. I won't 
take that away from our beloved 
Honors students. I will, in fact, be 
the first to congratulate you on a 
job well done. 
But there is however one little 
matter that needs to be cleared up 
— what about us measly regular 
thesis writers? Now granted we 
didn't spend the whole year 
tiiiiiiiiiitf lit niff ins 
(starting at the first bell in 
September as I know all Honors 
thesis students did) furiously 
writing and researching; and then, 
after that first draft was finished 
at Christmas, rewriting and editing 
in the second semester. You got me 
on that one. I, like other one 
semester writers, just wrote a 
simple fifty-page paper. 
But isn't that worth 
something, too? Maybe a pat on 
the back or even a "well done" by 
ALL the other professors in your 
department, not just your advisor? 
Or God forbid (oh shame on my 
ancestor's grave for even 
mentioning it!), maybe we could 
even get our own reception. I can 
see it now — a celebration for the 
average man and woman! The 
moment of glory for the regular 
Joe! The long awaited champagne 
reception for the middle-of-the- 
roaders! 
Oh, I really can see it — there 
I am with all the other regular 
thesis writers (just regular people 
mind you), we're sipping on 
I'lIfS-EBtilS tl'SElt t # utt Si 
champagne, feeling really proud 
for finally being recognized for our 
averageness, and suddenly we all 
realize that we are special too, 
almost as special as those Honors 
people. Even President Harward 
would be there — "Well done, 
Timothy," he would say as he 
shakes my hand. "Oh, that sounds 
like a wonderful thesis." Maybe 
that would be the support I needed 
to make it through to the end. Or 
maybe, even what we deserved. It 
is hard to say what the regular 
person really deserves. 
Now I know it is just a dream, 
a hope in a hopeless world, but 
someday (Oh, hope for a better 
day!), someone will stand up for 
us, the regular thesis people, and 
demand the recognition that we 
deserve. But till that day, we must 
stand together, the swimmers of 
the middle path, and defend the 
anonymity which this school has 
forced upon us. And in our silent 
struggle, which is so muted by 
the screams of Honors pride, we 
the average people, will become 
strong, proud and above-average 
— until that fateful day when we 
are sipping wine with the 
President, too. 0 o 
-xjN. 
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Napkin board for student body president 
the 
To the Editor, That's not to say that R.A. is 
an acronym for "Reform 
Assembly," they do more than just 
that. They allocate money, they 
assign themselves to innumerable 
committees which, if they do 
nothing else, enhance the resumes 
of R.A. members. That's not to say 
that R.A. is an acronym for 
"Resume Assembly," they do more 
than just that. 
They are 
If yOU Hud U important. That's 
t j 7j not to say that problem, could you R A is an 
I don't know why 
American electorate is so 
restless, but there is already 
oodles of attention being paid to 
the Presidential election of 2000. 
I can't tell you who will win the 
White House three years from 
now, but I will tell you who 
should win the 
Presidency of our 
own 
Representative 
Assembly. 
Seniors, you 
know how 
important the 
R.A. is, think back 
to your freshman 
year and all of the 
things the R.A. has done since - 
it has re-written its constitution 
four times since then. One must 
admire a body so committed to 
reform that it undergoes the 
process every year. 
post a napkin on the !£rTyT, , f°* 
' ' Richard s (self) 
R.A. board? Of 
course not. 
Aggrandizement," 
it's more than 
_ that too. 
Well kids, I guess 
that it is pretty clear that I don't 
know what they do up there in 
Chase. I don't know much, but I 
know it isn't good to let yourself 
be lead around by your Dick. It's 
just the natural order of things, did 
Fonzie ever allow himself to be 
lead around by Richie a.k.a. 
Richard a.k.a. Dick Cunningham? 
Richard "tricky-dick" Nixon also 
fell victim to what became known 
as the "Fonzie effect." And so the 
Fonzie effect arrived at Bates. Who 
or what can fill the leadership 
vacuum? I give you the Commons 
napkin board. 
Let me first mention the 
advantages that the answer board 
has over your average R.A. 
member. First of all, it has only one 
face, and no knees on which to fall 
should an administrator pass by. 
Sure, it's an inanimate object, but 
who can read the N.B.'s clever 
retorts and doubt that it has less of 
a personality than the R.A. 
collectively? Think what it has 
done for you in just one year, 
Nutella, baby carrots in the salad 
board and so much more. The 
Napkin Board has given us greater, 
less tangible gifts. It listens to us, 
it brings us together, it provides us 
a forum to air our concerns. It has 
enhanced our sense of community, 
breaking social barriers, providing 
a place for all students to 
congregate, whether they eat in 
the big room or small. We have 
only known it for a year, but has 
it ever turned its back on you? 
If you had a problem, could 
you post a napkin on the R.A. 
board? Of course not, because 
the R.A. board exists so they can 
tell us about themselves. As the 
Open Flame taught us, they just 
don't listen to us like the Napkin 
Board, and isn't that the job of a 
representative? Do you know 
who your representative is? Is 
s/he as accessible as your friend 
the Napkin Board? I think not. 
Who among us can doubt the 
wisdom the Napkin Board has 
acquired after years of quiet 
meditation and acupuncture? 
Please, look at the record, search 
your heart and your stomach, 
Vote Napkin Board for President 
in 1998! 
Sincerely, 
Tim 
Letters 
to the Editor 
Evil O’Learies run amok through history 
To the Editor, 
lam writing with great disdain in regard to the appointment of Shawn 
P. O'Leary as a section editor of the Student for the '97 - '98 academic year. 
In his short tenure as a staff writer Shawn P. O'Leary has managed to single- 
handedly attack and insult every person associated with the Bates 
community. However, his atrocities as a writer pale in comparison to those 
committed by other O'Learys throughout history. What follows is a 
compilation of events that I discovered were the direct result of the influence 
of O'Learys. \ 
At. one time the primitive human species was a docile collective of 
well-meaning primates. However, according to recently discovered cave 
wall illustrations, one particular primate by the name of Gar P. O'Leary 
was the first to discover that the leg bone of a wooly mammoth could be 
used a weapon. The horrendous paintings depict Gar P. O'Leary 
bludgeoning his fellow primates with a large bone embossed with a four 
leaf clover. 
After introducing mankind to perils of war, the lineage of evil O'Learys 
continued to plague all of humanity. New information has been revealed 
After introducing mankind to the perils 
of war, the lineage of evil O'Learys 
continued to plague all of humanity 
that during the time of the religious crusades a particularly notorious 
regiment was led by a ruthless commander named Jebediah P. O'Leary. 
Conventional historians would have you believe that the so-called 
'Children's Crusades' were the unfortunate result of a lack of available 
soldiers for battle. This is untrue, as my research has revealed that Jebediah 
P. O'Leary actually recruited children of' smaller stature because of their, 
and I quote Jebediah himself, "ability to provide an unlimited supply of 
unsustainable low blows to the enemy forces." Upon each shield in Jebediah 
P. O'Leary's regiment was the insignia of the four leaf clover. 
The Norwegians have long been known as a proud and powerful race 
of explorers in the New World. However, I have discovered that Leaf 
Errickson's historic voyage was the result of tampering by his largest rival, 
Sphen P. O'Leary. It is now known that Sphen P. O'Leary (whose ships 
sailed under a flag depicting a four leaf clover) planted one of his crew 
among Errickson's in an attempt to lead his competitor's vessel astray. 
While the end result led to discovery of the New World, the sinister intent 
of another devious O'Leary cannot be overlooked. 
Every November Thanksgiving is celebrated as a national Holiday, a 
time to give thanks for all that one has achieved. The events at Plymouth 
Rock which led to this now annual event are not quite those which you will 
find in any middle school history text, and as you may have guessed, yet 
another O'Leary is to blame. In actuality, the pilgrims and Native Americans 
had no plans for a large harvest feast. A particularly troublesome pilgrim, 
named William P. O'Leary, decided that killing scores of turkey, smashing 
pumpkins, and cutting down fields of corn would make for an excellent prank: 
Not knowing what else to do with the spoils of William P. O'Leary's ill- 
conceived prank, the pilgrims and Native Americans engaged in a day long 
gorge fest in an attempt to prevent wasting the food. 
Unsubstantiated reports indicate that an O'Leary may well be responsible 
for helping Adolf Hitler to hatch his plans for world domination. Before 
coming to power, Hitler became obsessed with the playground antics of a 
young child by the name of Klink P. O'Leary. Hitler repeatedly witnessed the 
child swipe away the toys of, other school children when they were 
preoccupied with other matters. Upon questioning the opportunistic O'Leary 
as to why he stole from his classmates, young William P. replied, "Take as 
much as you can, while you can." 
More recent history is not immune from the acts of O'Learys. I have 
learned that Senator Joseph McCarthy's chief aid was a man by the name of 
Sean P. O'Leary. A recently discovered diary of the late senator reveals that 
Sean P. O'Leary suggested that communism was a plague sweeping across 
the world and threatening the sovereignty of the United States. Moreover, it 
was Sean P. O'Leary who first compiled the now infamous blacklists of alleged 
communists. 
A documentary which recently appeared on the highly credible news 
magazine, Hard Copy, reveals that a Roswell, New Mexico Klu Klux Klan 
leader, named John P. O'Leary, learned of a government plot to meet with 
aliens from another solar system. O'Leary, who categorically opposed the 
Letters 
to the Editor 
naturalization of any alien (extra-terrestrial or otherwise), shot down the alien 
craft as it approached the military base now known as Area 51. This act 
illustrates that O'Learys do not limit their hatred of those unlike them to beings 
of this world. 
Editors of the Student, act now. It is not too late to prevent yet another 
O'Leary from ascending to a position of power and influence. 
Sincerely, 
Richard Nixon 
Renaldo Rogers, we miss you. Come Home. 
Explaining 
the World 
by Matthew W. Bromley 
You know what really annoys 
me? People who demand you 
think the way they do, or believe 
what they do, or behave the way 
they do. Or, in other words, 
people like Republicans, Liberals, 
children who screen passages 
from the Bible, tobacco 
companies, Nazis, people who 
used/use subliminal imagery, ' 
Hari Krishnas, telephone 
salespersons, America Online, the 
registrar's office, and many others 
you (my esteemed readers) could 
possibly add to the list. The world 
would be a much saner place if 
people would understand that 
people change themselves. They 
review data and make a decision 
on what they, as individuals, have 
encountered. Forcing information 
is redundant. They make up their 
own minds except for trauma or 
whatever similar, like 
brainwashing. That is why all the 
screaming and shouting is 
useless. 
I prefer the method where the 
advertising is subtle, or quiet. 
Billboards may obstruct the view 
but they're unintrusive. Churches 
don't shanghai people and force 
them to join their church. The 
Gideons silently place their 
propaganda in a place where you 
have a choice to examine it. The 
Christian Right is slowly trying to 
take over churches, schools, and 
public offices. Abortion clinics are 
bombed. Anything Fanatic. Cults. 
The government of almost any 
Continued on Page 15 
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policy. But we're accepting offers ... 
Staff Editorial 
The Student takes a stand 
Supports the Society Against Shameless Self-Promotion 
In a rare instance of courage, the Student has decided 
for their final editorial to support something vast, 
something magnificent, something profound, something 
proxysmal, or parasympathetic, or paradoxical, depending 
on your viewpoint of the prime meridian, but most of all 
something stronger than change. 
Why, you ask, why now, why here, why am I wearing 
one blue sock and one white one, and why is there a grey 
one that I have left at home? Perhaps it is the fact that 
virtually the entire staff is graduating or going abroad next 
year which has lent them this newfound strength of heart. 
Perhaps it is because of the fact that after too many years 
here, they have realized that anything short of an atomic 
explosion or a snotty typo is unlikely to motivate the 
student body to formulate an opinion on anything 
requiring more thought than whether to take the peel off 
an apple before eating it. 
But we know what the cause is. The cause is Newton's 
third law of motion. An apple peeled is a brown apple. 
As a natural law based on time-space constraints, change 
is unlikely to be subject to the whims of Student editors. 
Apples can come in red or green or yellow or blue. It 
occurs naturally, forcing even the most prototypical 
aficionados of cyberfrenetic membranes to construct 
things into typeface, boldface, and even occasionally about 
face. Somewhere along the line I think my left foot stepped 
out of place. And that is why we have had to face the 
facts. 
Shameless self-promotion is no longer a viable 
alternative for societal change. But we're still hoping for 
some pocket change. As an impetus for advertising 
dollars, shameless self-promotion has been proven to come 
in second to spearmint gum. And anyway, mind you, 
much as we support change, we do not support it in all of 
its elements. In particular, protactinium is a nasty element 
if there ever was one. But we're digressing way past the 
excuses of sleep deprivation. 
If this were a serious editorial, we would tell you that 
we love you all, and that we wish that we could have 
you over for hors d'oeuvres. We would tell you not to 
worry, that there is no sunshine like moonshine. We 
would tell you that God Bless Antarctica, particularly 
when it sneezes. We would tell you that Milwaukee's 
Best is not that bad when watered down with beer. But 
we were never that good with geography, nor with 
culinary activities, so we will move on, with this word of 
a fiery new breath for a fiery new age. 
We hereby promise never to promote ourselves again. 
Never again will we shamelessly bring ourselves into the 
limelight at the school's expense. And as proof of that 
promise, we plarjto start a campaign. To contribute, write: 
The Campaign to End Campaigning 
c/o of The Society to End Societies 
c/o of Support for Unemployed Journalists 
c/o of Society to End Support for Unemployed 
Journalists 
Box #$1.33 and a nickel 
Oshkosh, Minnesota 
somewhere in The Outer Limits of The Inner Mind 
(Note: for 8x10 requests, please submit a 5x7 SASE) 
Sure, we're still promoting ourselves. We admit it. But 
we're doing so shamefully. So shamefully. And that is 
why we have decided to take a stand. 
Subjects unknown (believed to be members 
of the Society Against Self Promotion) 
All students 
interested in 
a Bio book 
burning 
party are 
invited to the 
steps of 
Carnegie on 
Sunday, May 
25 at 7 pm. 
Please bring 
your 
textbooks, 
lighter fluid, 
and plenty of 
maishmellows. 
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Son of God to come to Bates, Son of Gumbel declines 
by Oral Roberts 
In a late breaking 
development, Donald 
Hardwood announced that Jesus 
Christ would speak at 
graduation-. Awestruck and 
inspired by the Savior's arrival 
to campus, Donald Hardwood 
immediately extended an 
invitation to speak at 
commencement to the son of 
God. Acknowledging that he 
had been persecuted while a 
student here, the Lord God 
almighty equated his acceptance 
to "turning the other cheek." 
Students rejoiced at the 
news, laying tea leaves stolen 
from Commons at his feet as he 
paraded around campus. As 
they enjoyed the festivities, those 
who had witnessed his miracles 
recounted their stories. "I was 
there, the party was dead. Just 
five beers and three cigarettes 
left. And he came and suddenly 
we had five—thousand Kegs 
and Three—thousand cartons of 
cigarettes" exclaimed one 
Batesie. "I remember when he 
played that joke on Cheney 
House and changed all of their 
water into Budwieser" said 
another excited Batesie. "I've 
seen him change Zima into 
Budwieser" said yet another 
Batesie. "Remember when he 
threw the class changers out of 
Lane Hall?" asked yet another 
Batesie. 
"I'm not nervous, but I haven't 
gotten much sleep lately" said the 
Savior. "And I might have caught 
something while on top of Mount 
David for those forty days and 
forty nights." Though he didn't 
want to reveal the content of his 
speech, God said it would focus on 
ten major points. When asked if 
he considered himself to be a 
role—model the Savior 
emphasized that his father was his 
role—model. The Savior also 
hopes to inject some humor into 
his speech. "I remember when 
Dad had it easy, speaking through 
the burning bush, but I can't do 
that here" he quipped. 
While most students were 
extremely pleased, some 
questioned the implications of the 
announcement. "Bates has no 
religious affiliations, I think 
someone secular like Bob Dylan 
would have been a better choice" 
asserted Jeremy Breningstall. "I'm 
from Bethlehem, Pennsylvania" 
noted Joshua Checker simply to 
ensure that his name would be in 
the paper. Prof. Avid Chartsky 
questioned Christ's commitment 
to social justice. "He's just so B.C." 
lamented 90s girl Bali 
MortandMindyensen. "How am I 
supposed to relate to him?" 
Knowing it would take 
intervention of some sort on his 
part to raise Bates in the U.S. News 
rankings, some students asked if 
he would do it. "I will part the 
puddle for you, but I don't know 
about the rankings." "Hey aren't 
you supposed to be omniscent?" 
asked religion professor A1 
Bobison. "Of course I am, I v as 
just trying to be nice" replied a 
visably agitated Supreme Bei >g. 
Administrators announced that 
Larry Sackerman and Dilbert 
Abelson would be joining Christ 
for crucementment. "I think they 
have earned it," remarked several 
seniors upon hearing that the two 
students would be with him as he 
gave his greatest gift to the 
community. When asked if this 
would be his last day at Bates, 
Christ promised to return, but he 
cautioned that students shouldn't 
expect him to come back in the 
near future. 
When asked if he had a special 
message for seniors, he said, "I can 
give you eternal life, but you 
should probably speak to Bryant 
if you are interested in getting job 
in television." 
The lord (shown here denying responsibility for Short Term 
weather) has been, sighted preaching and speaking in 
tongues numerous times by students in Parker Hall. 
The Brominator goes Breningstall 
Continued from Page 13 
country. Which of these are not 
like the others? Aggressive 
campaigns shouldn't abuse your 
eyes or ears or intelligence. Some 
people get in your face and cry 'Be 
like me!', like the Romans. Some 
people let you know you're there 
and allow you to make up your 
own mind, like Saturn car 
commercials. Personally, I'm not 
sure that I want to be a Roman. 
Nor would I want to be Richard 
Simmons - but that's a different 
article. 
But we will never be without 
these illustrious power/money 
hungry people of great hot- 
windedness. One reason is that 
some people need guidance in 
their life. Others just need to do 
something. But wherever there is 
a fanatic, there is a follower. 
Wherever there is a Hitler, there 
are S. S.. Wherever there are 
Airports, there are Hari Krishnas. 
There are (I believe) as many 
cigarette signs as there are 
smokers who are actually 
addicted. There are always David 
Koresches and 'crazed cult 
members'. 
Another reason is that there 
is always an exception. Just as 'I 
before E except after C, etc...', Just 
as chocolate is universally loved, 
there are people you will meet who 
do not like the taste of chocolate. 
• No matter how you try to promote 
■'normalcy' people will continue to 
arrive at bizarre and sometimes 
disgusting, against the law, type of 
sex. Everything in moderation: 
Everything in moderation except 
moderation: Everything in 
moderation including moderation. 
There will always be the extreme 
right party, there will always the 
extreme left party. There will 
always be religious fanatics/bom- 
agains, evangelists. There will 
always be people who like black 
jellybeans (like me!). There will 
always be people you hate. Some 
people will always hate you. There 
will forever be cancerous cells, 
viruses, bacteria, and mutations. 
Nothing is without exception 
(except nothing, or infinity, 
perhaps). There will always be 
anti-Semitics, anti- Muslims, anti- 
Christianity, anti-agnostics. There 
will always be someone who 
thinks like the most pissed of KKK 
member in the world. There will 
always be a, at best, silent dispute 
over Israel. There will always be 
people who hate black people, 
yellow people, red people, white 
people. There will always be 
people who think these terms are 
p.c. There will always be 
necrophiliacs. There will always be 
people interested in taking bio at 
Bates. There will always be drugs. 
There will always be paranoia. 
Why can't people communicate 
their issues/advertisements/ 
beliefs/stories/opinions without 
the expectation that they will 
change the target audience. 
Newspapers, and anything 
printed, are a great medium to do 
this, unless its overdone, like 
cigarette or Coca-Cola adds. There 
are just too many of them. But 
Just as there will 
always he gamblers, 
psychic friends, and 
freaks of nature, 
there will always be 
people who want 
power or control 
newspapers give the reader the 
choice to read and buy the product, 
or go to the store, or believe the 
headline is giving a fair 
interpretation. The world will 
never be free from lies. But why 
can't people calm down? 
Because just as there will 
always be gamblers, psychic 
friends, and freaks of nature, there 
will always be people who want 
power, or control. Forcing people 
is the easiest method of control 
whether it's walking a gangplank 
or peer pressure. So I'll allow for 
these people. I recognize that there 
will always be people in my face. 
But I think there could be much 
less of them. Or you can look at it 
as the majority (people who think 
like Ido, not necessarily exactly, 
(pardon my ego), repressing the 
minority (people I'm pissed at). I 
recognize there are people who 
don't like the smell of roses just as 
there are people who believe 
homosexuality is a disease. But the 
world would be safer, healthier, 
and much easier to cope with if 
people, the ones who have slightly 
more open minds, would consider 
this argument. Don't automatically 
refute. Don't pressure, or at least 
not as much, don't shove in the 
line, give a thought to something 
unrelated to you, you might find 
it is something you agree with/or 
at least you might learn more 
about the issue. 
The last reason people don't 
do this is emotion. Elvis IS DEAD, 
people! Get over it! I have chosen 
to believe J. Edgar Hoover is 
buried under the football field only 
because it amuses me. I'm not sure 
if animals go to 'doggy heaven' or 
even 'yak heaven'. People can be 
in love with power, causing them 
to do outrageous things to obtain 
more. The rich get tax breaks 
because politicians love money. 
1 guess my moral lesson is at 
an end, my worthy boozers. I 
thank you for reading my humble 
tirade. Now I urge you to believe 
what you like, be offended by 
what offends you but try not to 
change people. It's the 
government's job and we can see 
what kind of trouble all 
governments are in. Feel free to 
follow in the path of Francois 
Rabelais' advice to the monks: DO 
WHAT YOU WILL. But I beg you 
for my sake, and the sake of the 
world: give people the chance to 
THINK on their-OWN. Let them 
choose what suits them. If you 
would like to think more on the 
subject I think you will come to 
the conclusion that I am right 
(oops, go away ego!) and that 
many of the world's problems can 
be solved if everyone took my 
advice. But my advice also states 
that I should expect some people 
will disagree with me. I recognize 
this and expect it. After all, There 
is an exception to everything. So I 
wish you well, my good humans. 
And I hope you all have a good 
burp, cough, cup of favorite 
beverage, and scratch before you 
settle into bed tonight. 
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It's all sort of 
Around 
Exclusive to the 
Bates Spudent: 
Excerpts from the President's Commencement 
Address 
Office of Career Services 
Offers last minute 
Seminars for '97 Graduates 
by K. Barbra Ahearn and 
The Boss 
In recent years, President 
Hardwad's commencement 
speeches have created a cultish fol¬ 
lowing in the Bates' Community. 
There are few events as hyped as a 
new, pseudo-intellectual speech 
coming from such a seasoned pro¬ 
fessional. 
Last year's speech was espe¬ 
cially revered by Bates' denizens. 
"Hearing that speech was like see¬ 
ing the face of God," Trent Goody 
said, "I thought the usage of the 
word jettison eighty-nine times 
was so expressive. I mean I 
changed my life after that. Every 
morning when I wake up I just 
choose what I need to jettison, ev¬ 
erything is so much simpler now, 
and Hardwad is the man to 
thank." 
"I friggin' love his speeches!" 
bellowed one hard-core "commie" 
"I love to copy his flowery words 
onto vellum with a calligraphy 
pen. This way I can make a per¬ 
manent, artistic expression of his 
rambling genius." "Sometimes I 
just sit there and stare at my cre¬ 
ations, awed at the insight of the 
words and the beauty of the art." 
The cult status should come as 
no suprise to the average Ameri¬ 
can Batesie. After all, many promi¬ 
nent current and historical figures 
have cast their shadows on the se¬ 
rene asphalt paths of this small 
Liberal arts college. And Bates has 
played a major role in national and 
global history. Hardwad does not 
hesitate to reminds us of this fact. 
In a recent commencement speach, 
President Hardwad gave us the 
lowdown on just how deep the 
river of Bates influence flows. An 
excerpt from the speach follows: 
"... Indeed it is impossible for 
the common man to fully under¬ 
stand the true depth of the river of 
Bates influence. It is as if we are a 
sea and the ships of the world sail 
on our breast. Everyday a passen¬ 
ger on one of these 'ships of fools' 
realizes that Bates has become a 
major part of their life. Many 
people fail to realize just how 
many famous people have gradu¬ 
ated from Bates. Sure, there's 
Gumbel, and I've told you about 
Dr. Mayes till I was Blue in the face, 
but listen to this impressive list of 
Batesies. John Kennedy went to 
Bates. ..Larry Ackerman went to 
Bates. Eisenhower went-to Bates. 
David Chokachi went to Bates.- 
George Washington went to Bates. 
Very few people are aware that 
these world leaders arid entertain¬ 
ers spent their college years on the 
beautiful Bates quadrangle, per¬ 
haps living in Cheney when it 
wasn't Chem-free, or in the Bill 
when it was still the Bill. 'But,'you 
ask, 'wasn't Ackerman the only 
one of those fine men who actually 
recieved a Bates degree.' True. 
True. But all of them, spent part of 
their formative college years on the 
Bates campus, and all of them have 
taken that Bates spirit and spread 
it thoughout the free world. God 
Bless them, and God Bless 
America, and God Bless you the 
Graduates as you jettison out into 
the world to spread the spirit and 
maybe a few wild oats too. 
Godseed." 
Chris Lau. 
Solid God. 
L._.______._.J 
How to get a job for which you are clearly unquali¬ 
fied. Friday, May 23, 1997 2:30 P.M, Olin outdoor 
Amphitheater. Don't miss this important opportu¬ 
nity to learn an important life skill. 
A1 Resume Sauce: Make a Hamburger job sound 
like a Steakburger job. Friday, May 23, 3:00 P.M. 
Memorial commons food prepratory area. Bob Volpi 
conducts this enticing seminar on dressing up a 
sauceless resume. 
Perpetuation 101: Uphold the status quo in 12 easy 
steps. Friday, May 23, 3:30 P.M. This one is for you. 
Come and learn the ways of old with, Queen Eliza¬ 
beth II, Dupont Professor of anti-Post-Colonial stud¬ 
ies, and Queen Elizabeth I, Bates College Professor 
Emeritus of anti-Post-Colonial studies. 
Fast food prep course: You'll all be working at 
McDonald's anyway. Friday, May 23, 3:00 P.M. (We 
regret that this is offered concurrently with Perpetu¬ 
ation 101, but really, if you are taking Basic Oppres¬ 
sion, there is no need for this one). Jim " fast-flip" 
Roberts, guest lecturer for Hamburger U., offers an 
introductory course and discusses industry stan¬ 
dards. 
Coping with the Obscurity of a Bates degree: for 
those of you planning on not living in Boston (or 
Portland). Friday, May 23, 4:15 P.M. In that little 
closet off of Page Basement. Just because noone out¬ 
side of the Northeast has heard of your Alma Mater 
doesn’t mean you have to cry in complete and utter 
shame. We'll get you started on the 12 steps to re¬ 
covery and hook you up with the support group in 
your locale. 
Career counseling as a Career: We do it. Friday, 
May. 23, 6:30 P.M. Office of Career Services recep¬ 
tion area. 
Moving to Boston? Trendy jobs in the Greater Bos¬ 
ton Area, and how to beat out the hipsters. Saturday, 
May 24, 2:00 P.M. Nothin' but the Blues. Come talk 
to recent grads who have hit Bean-town and landed 
cool jobs 'cuz of their ability to wear something be¬ 
sides a white hat and a flannel shirt. 
Going to Grad school? Good. 
Psychic Career Goals Night. Full moon, Saturday, 
May 24, midnite. Top of Mount David. Try it, you're 
desperate. 
Moving Back in with Mommy and Daddy: Satur¬ 
day, May 24, 3:00 P.M. Adams Lounge. Didn't learn 
how to take care of yourself after 4 years with House¬ 
keeping? After 16 years,Neva Lefthom, Bates '81, 
puts a new perspective on her move back home. "At 
first I felt bad, but then I realized that even though I 
didn’t have a job, my parents seemed to love to have 
me around. Make the move home with dignity. 
Temping as a Career. Saturday, May 24, 5:00 P.M. To 
be announced, we could not find a place on such short 
notice. Kelly Services Representative Sissy Martin 
explains the joys of working without benefits and se¬ 
curity. Live on the edge. 
Wining and Dining. Saturday, May 24, 5:00P.M. The 
Goose. Join us for Happy Hour. Learn how to im¬ 
press future colleagues, potential customers, and 
chicks. Mini lessons include: Drinking yourself silly 
and still being able discuss the DOW, How to tell 
dirty jokes (including booklet), and How to undress 
a woman with your eyes. 
Making ends meet. Saturday, May 24, 4:00 P.M. Cen¬ 
tral Maine Medical Center. Certified Red Cross work¬ 
ers hold forum on the joys of Sperm donation. Tech¬ 
niques and tips. Plus, how to donate 4 times in one 
week. Blood and Sperm donation can pay the rent! 
Panhandling. Saturday, May 24, 5:15 P.M. New su¬ 
preme court decisions make this a viable career move. 
Unemployed Bates grads offers advice and a support 
network for those interested in this rapidly growing 
field. Incredible advancement opportunities. BYOC. 
Careers for Discordians. Saturday, May 24, midnite. 
How to create your own world, your own company, 
and your own money. 
How to get into Pom. Saturday, May 24, late night. 
Pierce house lounge. Miss Bates '87 (Playboy's Miss 
June'89), demonstrates various aspects of the indus¬ 
try in nothing but her boyfriend's white Bates Foot¬ 
ball cap. If you saw the play "Etta Jenks" last year 
you may think that Pornography is a bad thing, and 
that there is not enough employment security in the 
business, but what the hell, the fringe benefits are 
great and there is really no better way to get the drugs 
that you became addicted to while at college. 
How to convince your parents and friends that you 
really do have a job. Monday, May 26, 10:30 A.M. 
Coram Library. David Kociemba '96, muses on his 
ruse. He has convinced his parents and friends alike 
that he is Editor-in-Chief of the Easter Island Daily 
Sentinel. Plus: How to make up fake titles, how to 
slip your parents halucinogenic drugs, and fake busi¬ 
ness cards from Sam at Kinko's. 
Careers in E-mail. Seminar from expert OCS e-mail¬ 
ers. How to sit in an office and send worthless e- 
mails all day, while appearing to be serving some 
purpose. 
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The Standoff at 
Admissions, Day 4 
by Chris Dahlberg 
At 10:16 on Monday morning, screams 
shattered the usual calm of Admissions. 
Normally, prospective students would be 
queuing up for their interviews with mem¬ 
bers of the Admissions staff. Karen 
Grooblax of Slippery Rock, PA had already 
started her interview with Dean Hiss, the 
highly-regarded head of Admissions. Her 
experience began 
pleasantly enough, 
but within min¬ 
utes, Karen noted 
some oddities in 
Hiss' behavior. 
"At first, I 
thought he was a 
pretty nice guy. I 
told him that I re¬ 
ally like my visit 
here at Colby. He just looked at his shoes 
and giggled for a while. All of the sudden, 
he just starts yelling at me. He accused me 
of supporting cattle ranching on campus. 
Then he jumps on his desk and starts tell¬ 
ing me how excessive grazing is ruining the 
corn harvest. At that point, I just ran for the 
exit." 
Seeing Karen sprinting from Bill Hiss's 
office, Dean Jacoby rushed to help. Before 
Jacoby could assist Karen, he saw the Dean 
of Admissions charging at him with a 
plunger from the men's room. 
"I thought I was going to die/' said a 
shaken Jacoby. "He chased me for about 
thirty seconds, yelling, 'I am Mr. Ramirez. I 
will destroy all you lousy cattle ranchers. I 
am here to protect us little guy.' Somehow, 
I managed to jump through the window." 
Several hours after the incident oc¬ 
curred, Bates Security arrived on the scene. 
Larry Johnson, the head of Security de¬ 
scribed the scene as follow, "I have not seen 
a situation this bad since the brawl in the 
Muscie Archives back in '87. A number of 
prospective students lay dazed on the side 
walk. The Admissions staff were just mill¬ 
ing about. Everyone looked pretty scared. 
That's when we decided to tear gas all of 
them. It was soon afterward that we found 
at that discovered that Hiss was causing the 
problem. Ever since then, the guy's barri¬ 
caded himself in Lindholm house." 
On Thursday, Hiss published the fol¬ 
lowing list of de¬ 
mands. "Item 1: You 
will all refer to me as 
Mr. Ramirez. 2: The 
administration will 
stop all cattle ranch¬ 
ing on campus. 3: All 
Admissions person¬ 
nel must wear bath¬ 
ing suits to work. 4: 
My salary will be 
raised by $13 a year. 4: The college shall cre¬ 
ate a new major in basket weaving. 5: Man¬ 
datory swimming classes will be held in the 
puddle. I will not come out until my de¬ 
mands are met! You fools will listen to me. 
I am Mr. Ramirez." 
In order to get a better understanding 
of Hiss's motives, the Spudent interviewed 
several of the psychology professors. Rich¬ 
ard Wagner describes the Dean's behavior 
this way: "I think the guy's a loon." Profes¬ 
sor Moyer added this helpful observation: 
"I am the real Mr. Ramirez." 
Now, the whole campus awaits the out¬ 
come of the standoff between Security and 
Dean Hiss. The situation has already lasted 
four days. Every day, crowds gather at 
Lindholm House to hear the rantings of "Mr. 
Ramirez." The Administration still refuses 
to grant any of Hiss's demands. Security 
believes that Hiss has survived thus far by 
eating glue and packets-of relish. They be¬ 
lieve that he has enough supplies to survive 
for two more weeks. 
“I have not seen a situation 
this bad since the brawl in 
the Muscie Archives back in 
LINDH OL M 
~~~ ' 
Matthew Bromley graphic. 
Security Watch 
Security has been super-busy lately. They have been doing a 
lot of preparatory work for Graduation. They had to install all 
kinds of cameras and other closed-circuit devices with which 
to observethe Coram Quadrangle in the days leading up to the 
big day. Some of the things that they have seen are quite dis¬ 
turbing. 
On Thursday, the 22nd of May, four suspects were seen cross¬ 
ing the Quad with large cans of what is believed to be Gas. 
Security officers responding to the call jumped on their ten- 
speed huffies and sped to the scene of the impending crime. 
One officer, however, got a flat tire, and by the time they got 
to the scene, the suspects had disappeared and left in their 
wake a huge flaming mess. The Lewiston Fire Department 
responded when the officers on the scene pulled the fire alarm 
in Miliken. Hordes of Miliken First-years responded to the 
alarm, only to be pushed back by the intense heat of the blaze. 
Stewart Ableson, who had been enjoying a late-night water- 
ski on the puddle heard the petrified Freshmen screaming 
and jumped into his air plane to check out the scene. As he 
circled over the smoking quad, he thought he made out some 
sort of pattern: "It looked like some sort of pattern, in fact it 
seemed as if it might have been text of some sort. I decided to 
make a few more passes in hopes that I could decipher the 
code." On Ableson’s fourth pass, a prevailing wind cleared 
the smoke briefly, allowing him to make out the secret code. 
"Believe you me, I was baffled to actually see what the mes¬ 
sage said. I almost fell out of my plane." According to Ableson, 
the words embossed upon the pre-grad quad were: "Neverthe 
less, I am not Bromley." Ableson was not actually acquanted 
with the real Bromley at the time, so he could not fathom the 
deep significance of the statement. It could have been some 
punks who wanted to fuck shit up like Bromley, or it could 
have been something else. Aliens perhaps. Ableson remained 
"pissed off" even after meeting the man behind the 
psuedonym. 
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Maya Angelou to 
speak at Bates 
Commencement 
Angelou wows Crowd at Founder's Day celebration. _Sarah Gunn photo. 
by Maia Angel 
Pretty women wonder where my secret lies. 
I'm not still enough to sit inside their eyes. 
But when I start to tell them, 
They think I'm telling lies. 
Isay, 
It's in the sneak of my form, 
The span of my slips, 
The stride of my leap, 
The curl of my flips, 
I'm a woman 
Noumenally. 
Noumenal woman, 
That's me. 
Men themselves have wondered 
What they see in me. 
They try so much 
But they can't touch 
My inner invi-sibility. 
When I try to show them 
They say they still can't see. 
Isay, 
It's not the arch of my back, 
The sun of my smile, 
It's the ride off my list, 
As I disappear in style. 
I'm a woman 
Noumenally. 
Noumenal woman, 
That's me. 
I walk upside the room 
Just as cool as you please, 
And to a man, the fellows stand or 
Fall down on their knees. 
Then they look around fer me, 
A hive of hopin' please. 
I say, 
It's the where are my eyes, 
Who stashed my teeth, 
That swing in my waist — 
Hah, no, just a taste! 
I'm a woman 
Noumenally. 
Noumenal woman, 
That's me. 
Now you understand 
Just why my head's not stowed 
I don't shout or jump about 
Or have to talk to the crowd. 
When you see me passing 
You know you're in the clouds. 
Isay, 
It's in the click of my wheels, 
The bend of my flair 
That palm of my hand 
That just leads you nowhere. 
'Cause I'm a woman 
Noumenally. 
Noumenal woman, 
That's me. 
a one-time special by Dean Sewer 
Dear Dean Sawyer, 
Where's France? 
Sincerely, 
Thinking of going Abroad 
Dear Thinking, 
That’s a damn good question. 
Sincerely Dean Sewer 
Dear Dean Sewer, 
Where's France? 
Sincerely, 
Thinking of doing A Broad 
Dear Thinking, 
That’s a damn good question. 
Sincerely, 
Dean Sewer 
Dear Dean Sewer, 
I'm onfinacial aid, is it possible for me to 
study abroad my entire year? And how does 
this effect my major requirements? 
Sincerely, 
A Broad 
Dear Broad, 
Take to aspirin and call Leigh Campbell 
in the morning. 
Sincerely Dean Sewer 
Dear Dean Sewer, 
Is it true you have a tattoo? 
Sincerely, 
Captain Morgan 
O Captain, my Captain, 
That’s a damn good question. 
Dean Sewer 
Dear Dean Sewer, 
What's with this Hate crimes and bias 
committe any way? Do you really think that 
those little letters do the trick. 
'earn 
Sincerely, 
Shawn P. O'leary 
Dear Shawn, 
Ask Dean Branham. 
Sincerely, 
Dean Sewer 
Dear Dean Sewer, 
Can I ride one of your dolphins bareback. 
Sincerely, 
Looking for some fun 
Dear Looking, 
You are a dirty little person. When? 
Sincerely, 
Dean Sewer 
Dear Dean Sewer, 
I have a friend going to China with the Bates 
program next semester. Where is it ? 
Sincerely, 
The Boss 
Dear Boss, 
Go North on 202 until it turns into 201, 
then take a right. Go two more miles. 
Whoop there it is. 
Sincerely, 
Dean Sewer 
Dear Dean Sewer, 
How does it feel to be a Lackey for th e most 
powerful woman in Maine. 
Sincerely, 
W.A.C. coordinator. 
Dear Coordinator, 
Frankly, it sucks. 
Dean Sewer 
Dear Sewer, 
What's with this new alcohol inspector? 
Sincerely, joe Bates. 
Dear Joe, I know.... I’m fring to ditch him. 
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Hmmmmmmm..Brnmer's s^ff'97 
What Are They?? 
They are big . No they're fucking huge. I don't know. Do you know? 
Nope. I do. They’re Keri Anne Fox's fuckin' yucky Odie Slippers. 
The end. 
The official 
Hootie and 
the Suckfish 
qoute of the 
week. 
Personal Ads (I.S.O.) 
compiled by Ghetit On 
Traditionally, the Bates Spudent has refrained from 
the publication of personal advertisements. In the 
past, we have relegated them to the domain of more 
unsavory publications, such as the National Enquirer, 
the Globe, and the New York Times. However, by 
general consensus, this year's editorial board has 
made the decision to publish just a few of the many 
heart-wrenching appeals for companionship we 
have received throughout the year. Perhaps our 
change of heart is the result of too many lonely lay¬ 
out nights spent in the Spudent office, perhaps it is 
merely a reflection of a changing atmosphere on the 
Bates campus. Whatever the reason, our illustrious 
editors have come to the conclusion that cigarettes 
and cheap alcohol no longer represent a suitable sub¬ 
stitution for the warmth of a loved one. And so, 
without further adieu (to quote that timeless poet 
Chris 'Solid Gold' Lau) we present to you, our read¬ 
ership, the following personals. 
1. 'Written in the stars...?' 
Unemployed astrologer/psychic consultant 
from the Big Apple seeks the companionship of 'psy¬ 
chic friend,' preferably a Pisces with jobless woes 
experience. Willingness to commiserate on philoso¬ 
phy, cosmic relations, and crisis avoidance skills a 
must. Call 555-STAR for details on this once-in-a- 
lifetime catch (believers in reincarnation need not 
telephone). 
2. 'Happily Ever After...' 
Talented artiste seeks spirited model to share 
moonlit drawing sessions with. Addiction to caf¬ 
feine a plus. Willingness to pose nude, participation 
in experimental body painting optional. Call 555- 
ARTS for more information on this humdinger of an 
'ISO.' 
3. 'Fly Like An Eagle...' 
Free-spirited, job-challenged journalist seeks 
mate with an equally talented 'nose for news.' Will¬ 
ingness to partake in sword fights, ?? a must. Basic 
math skills optional. Call 555- NEWS for the inside 
scoop on this limited offer (the anal retentive need 
not telephone). 
4. "Candy' Everybody Wants...' 
Too-hot-to-handle Texas mama seeks passion¬ 
ate papa to fulfill her lifelong dreams: caffeination 
of world water supply, institution of fun footwear, 
and chairmanship of the MLA (Modern Language 
Association). Willingness to share dirty couches a 
must. Vision optional. Call 555-MAMA for all the 
details. 
5. 'The Apprentice' 
Studious young male seeks wild woman to set him 
free from the bondage of book-study. Help lower his 
dangerously high blood pressure before it's too late. 
Preference given to showgirls, exotic dancers, ex-Play- 
boy centerfolds. Call now or miss out on this wicked 
awesome chance of a lifetime. Call 555-AGUY 
6. 'Tall, Dark and from the Christmas City' 
Depressed young individual with potential for 
growth looks for someone with whom to share walks 
on the beach and deep emotional conversations. Ten¬ 
der heart with talent for writing raging polemic seeks 
your companionship for a lifetime, but a night will do 
just fine. 555-ARTS for the man of many talents. 
7. 'Rebel Without A...Girl' 
Biker dude seeks young chick to ride off into the 
sunset (and possibly cliffs) with. Experience in fucking 
shit up a plus. Call 555-BIKE for info. 
8. 'Lone Star Blues' 
Tall, skinny cowboy dude seeks fellow Texan for 
square-timming, walks across the tim, and timming at 
the moon. Could you be his 'yellow rose?' (If you eat 
tofu more than once a week, probably not.) Call 555- 
BOOT for information on this limited time offer. 
9. 'Outrageous Fortune In Store For You...' 
Iconoclastic world traveler/writer/philosopher/ 
poet/future revolutionary leader seeks that special 
someone who can appreciate his eccentricities. Expe¬ 
rience with sleep deprivation a plus. Professional hair¬ 
dressers given preference. Call 555-JDOG for your 
ticket to...? 
10. 'No Commitments!' 
Overly-shy amateur athlete seeks casual relation¬ 
ship with equally non-commital female partner. Call 
soon, if you have the energy. If not, no big whoop. 
Phone 555-GONE for info. 
11. 'Say Cheese!' 
Photo-journalist seeks nighttime playmate with 
plenty of darkroom experience. Must have own cam¬ 
era. Death metal fans, Goths, vampire cultists given 
preference. Call 555- FOTO for info. 
12. 'Ask Beth?' 
Worldly advice columnist, tired of other's woes, 
seeks an answer to her own devastatingly-tragic love 
problems. This small town girl with a heart of glass 
needs another Mr. Wrong like she needs a kick in the 
ass so no prank calls. Call 555-INDY for info. 
13. ’ 
SWFMW (Single White Female MidWesterner) 
Privilege Acknowledged but repressed. Seeks Single 
White Male Non-NewEnglander (Good luck with out 
readership) for coitus and more. Call 555-WISC. 
Earlier one morning the sun was shining, I was lying in bed, wondering if she 
changed at all if her hair was still red. Her folks they said our lives together sure 
was gonna be rough. They never did like mama's home made dress, Papa's bank 
book wasn't big enough. 
She was married when we first met, soon to be divorced, I helped her out of a 
jam I guess, but I used a little too much force. Let her cry. Let her cry. Let her cry. 
Let hepcry. Let her cry. Let her cry. Let her cry. Let her cry. Let her cry. 
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Dangerfield wants respect; Amos wants out 
Commencement plans on hold after press conference erupts in violence 
by Amber Stone 
A spectacle rarely wit¬ 
nessed on the tranquil Bates cam¬ 
pus took place this past Wednes¬ 
day when a Filene Room press 
conference scheduled to announce 
the speakers for the College's 1997 
Commencement, to be held on 
Monday, May 26th, erupted in vio¬ 
lence, causing many here to ques¬ 
tion whether graduation will con¬ 
tinue as scheduled. Lewiston Po¬ 
lice had to be called in to break up 
what one of the officers on the 
scene called "the biggest damn 
brawl we've seen in Lewiston 
since Wrestlemania '97." 
The melee apparently be¬ 
gan when the two individuals 
scheduled to speak at Commence¬ 
ment exercises, folk singer/ 
songwriter Tori Amos and veteran 
politically-incorrect comedian 
Rodney Dangerfield became in¬ 
volved in a dispute of some sort. 
Eyewitness accounts of 
exactly what took place vary con¬ 
siderably, but most of those inter¬ 
viewed by The Spudent claimed 
that the fight began when Amos 
attempted to introduce herself to 
Dangerfield. The comedian, who 
appeared to be wearing a red car¬ 
nation on his lapel, invited Amos 
to sniff it. She consented, and was 
immediately squirted in the face 
with an unidentified red sub¬ 
stance. At that point, Amos began 
screaming "Acid!! Acid!! My 
face...aaaaaghhhh!" which caused 
several beefy football players 
seated in the front row of the room 
to attack Dangerfield and wrestle 
him to the ground. 
"I was just tryin' to break 
the ice. Come on, it ain't nuttin' 
but a little Kool-Aid," Dangerfield 
attempted to state in his defense 
as one of the football players held 
him in a chokehold and Amos 
spewed profanities from a corner 
of the room (subsequent labora¬ 
tory analysis of the substance did 
in fact confirm that it was chemi- 
cally-similar to the popular 
children's drink 'Kool-Aid'). 
However, his pleas for mercy 
("Mercy! Mercy!") seemed to go 
unheard by the largely unsympa¬ 
thetic audience of Bates students 
and faculty, which began to 
shower him with rotten produce 
and granola; items which nearly 
everyone present had somehow 
mysteriously been able to smuggle 
through the security hired espe¬ 
cially for the occasion. (An inside 
source to The Spudent reports that 
most of the guards were actually 
members of Amos' concert promo¬ 
tion staff, secretly hired for the oc¬ 
casion by Senior Class President 
Barry Smackerman.) 
Several female members 
of the audience were actually so 
overcome by the intense drama of 
the spectacle that they collapsed 
and began rolling around the 
ground screaming 'Tori! Tori! We 
love you, Tori!' until they had to 
be forcibly removed by members 
of Bates College Security. 
After a five minute break, 
during which Amos retired to her 
makeshift dressing room in the 
Black Box Theater and Dean of Stu¬ 
dents Stefan Soiler attempted to re- 
"We chased him 
[Dangerfield] down 
til we got to the 
Goose, but at that 
point everyone was 
pretty tired...so we 
just went to the 
Goose." 
-anonymous rioter '91 
store order to the banana-stained 
Filene Room, Dangerfield and 
Amos returned to the podium. 
Amos, hobbling on crutches, was 
greeted by eardrum-shattering 
cheers as entered the room. Over¬ 
come by emotion, she whispered 
simply "thank you" to the equally- 
moved crowd, which continued to 
cheer and wave Pro-Tori signs as 
she slowly ascended the steps to 
the stage where just moments be¬ 
fore utter pandemonium had pre¬ 
vailed. 
Dangerfield (now wear¬ 
ing a Bates sweatshirt and match¬ 
ing boxer shorts), who was appar¬ 
ently trying to win back the sup¬ 
port of the crowd by standing on 
his head while drinking a bottle of 
Krank20, was booed vigorously 
by the audience, receiving "no re¬ 
spect" for his efforts, as he put it. 
Realizing the hopelessness of such 
a trick, he assumed an upright po¬ 
sition as Amos prepared to pass in 
front of him. It was at this point 
that events took an even more bi¬ 
zarre turn. 
According to one source, 
who wished to remain anony¬ 
mous, "Tori came back in and she 
looked pretty upset. She didn't 
want to look at that old dude 
[Dangerfield] so she turned away 
as she tried to walk past him. I 
guess he was trying to apologize 
to her or something. I don't know. 
Anyway, she was just walking past 
him when she fell and rolled off the 
podium onto the floor. For a 
minute everyone was like 'huh?' 
because we couldn't see what had 
happened. A lot of people rushed 
over to her, and then some of them 
started shouting, 'Get the old 
dude! Get the old dude! He 
tripped Tori!"' 
"So like, at that point, 
people just flipped out. I mean, 
Tori is like a goddess or something 
and he just had no respect for her. 
I guess he realized that because he 
was, like, outty. I didn't know an 
old dude could run that fast. We 
chased him down til we gpt to the 
Goose, but at that point everyone 
was pretty tired, and we figured, 
'hey, we're in the neighborhood' so 
we just went to the Goose." 
Meanwhile, back at the 
Filene Room, Amos was placed on 
a stretcher and taken to the College 
Health Center, which diagnosed 
her as suffering from a second de¬ 
gree concussion and a severe case 
of nervous shock. Her ability to 
speak at Commencement is still 
: undetermined, and will likely de¬ 
pend upon whether or not she de¬ 
cides to file the lawsuit she has re¬ 
portedly threatened the College 
with. 
When questioned about 
the possibilty of a lawsuit, College 
President Hardboard stated "I am 
unawah of any such ahction on the 
paht of Ms. Ahmos., but I’m sure I 
can speak for the rest of the 
Cahllege when I say we all wish 
her a speedy return to full health 
and her inspahringly unique mu¬ 
sic." 
Dangerfield was sighted 
at Quality Market ordering a "hot 
pastrami sandwich on rye hold the 
pickle" before he reportedly hailed 
a taxi in the vicinity of Lisbon St. 
and took it to Portland, where he 
boarded a plane bound for Bolivia. 
His whereabouts at the present 
date are unknown, but members of 
the Lewiston Police have informed 
the Spudent that he could face 
criminal and civil charges should 
he return to Maine. 
And as for the students? 
Many of those who participated in 
the memorable riot have now 
taken up a bedside vigil in emo¬ 
tional support of their heroine, Tori 
Amos. According to one, "we 
won’t leave her until she gets bet¬ 
ter, or gives us an autograph. 
Whichever comes first." 
The illustrious Amos in happiqrhealthier times. Plans for her new 
album are reportedly on hold while she recuperates from injuries. 
Dangerfield, before his self-imposed exile. The star of films,,TaHd 
casino headliner has reportedly sought refuge in Bolivia. 
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[Symbol] Rocks! 
by Skippy Caribou 
---\ 
I Have the'Runs 
As the rest of us schmucks sift through piles of unpaid intern¬ 
ships we can't get and fast food jobs we don't want, a few Bates students 
are assured to enjoy a slightly more comfortable escape from the bubble. 
Cruising limousine-style from spotlight to spotlight, these guys are liv¬ 
ing on far more than a prayer. Few bands in the history of rock'n'roll 
have rocked as much as the band formerly known as Wallace Haul for¬ 
merly known as Groove Tonic, and all of Northern Canada is suddenly 
buzzing like a really big bee. 
The band's new symbol is an attractive ass (they won't say 
whose) with a cold, sweating beer between its cheeks. Examined with a 
common magnifying glass, the beer's label depicts that handsome gui¬ 
tarist with the hair in his eyes. It graces the cover of their upcoming 
album Pheel Harmonic. "Need You More Than Styling Mousse" was 
the first single to hit top ten in the Northwest Territories, closely fol¬ 
lowed by "Can You Believe You're Hooking Up With Someone This Good 
Looking?" Album sales have skyrocketed, and tickets for the upcoming 
Northern Canada-wide summer tour Rockin' the Tundra sold out in 
five minutes. 
Freesia Rocketson, manager of Smooth Toonz record store in 
the city of Moose's Ass in the Yukon, says people of all ages come in 
asking for the album all the time. "Pheel Harmonic is huge, especially 
among teens. The boys come in humming the catchy tunes, and the girls 
•just come in swooning." 
“ I haven't seen a sales fury like this since the 1977 release of 
Yanni: Live in Newark," says Ricky Hambone of Baffin Island, a DJ for 
98.5, The Frozen Yak of Pure Rock. "A mute old man with no teeth came 
in last night. He was only able to communicate which album he wanted 
by actually pulling down his pants and placing a beer between his butt 
cheeks. It was beautiful." 
Knowing the difficulties caused by their shunning of verbal com¬ 
munication, why did the formerly Wallace Haul/formerly Groove Tonic 
members make the switch? The band's lead singer, the 22-year old sopho¬ 
more formerly known as the 21-year old freshman, shed some light on 
the evolution of a conceptual name. "You know, it seemed that bands 
with the name 'Groove' in them were popping up like a bad rash. So, to 
set ourselves apart, we shed our old moniker Groove Tonic. "Slowly, 
but surely, we made the transition to our new name... Wallace Haul. Sully 
thought of it, and we really liked how it flowed, trippingly from the 
tongue, but due to the unanticipated outbreak of bands with the name 
'Wallace,' and bands with names, period, we have had to change our 
moniker again." 
So, what's it like to be larger than life in Northern Canada, 
almost as popular as deer jerky? The band formerly known as Wallace 
Haul formerly known as Groove Tonic only shrugs and shakes its hair 
and smiles at the question. This music editor suggests you find out for 
yourself. Get your copy of Pheel Harmonic— they're leaving stores more 
quickly than you can say "The guy formerly known as Wyman rocks!" 
'A Bromley is forever.' 
-DeBroms 
I ran. I would run. I was running. I run. I am runniiig. I will run. Runnin’ 
and runnin’ and runnin’ and runnin’ and runnin’ and runnin’ and runnin’ and runnin’ 
and runnin’ and runnin’ and runnin’ and runnin’ and runnin’ and runnin’ and runnin’ 
and runnin’ and runnin’ and runnin’ and runnin’ 
and 
breaking 
through 
dose’ 
conventions 
Vll 
and as I run, my golden locks flap in the wind to the cries 
of a fat Mongolian seamstress who wants 
tobeaharlot 
AND 
I wonder 
if Jack and Bob 
need a backrub 
because 
e fleshy and rather hairsuit and they might need a comb 
and I have many combs 
XXII 
Let us go 
and ride on jet skis 
through our minds and become one —in a scatalogical way— through the weeds 
and around the parking lot, for weeds are terrible things and I 
have big ‘ole weed wacker that I like to use. It even cuts hair. Oh yes it has a myriad of 
uses. Sorry though I gotta go I got the Runs.... 
scholars attribute this piece to Jeremy Breningstall 
____J 
Campbell shines in "Annie" sequel hit: 
"Little Orphan Annie Gets The Boot" 
by Lee Pynne Lizards 
Two of our own proud Batesies will soon be leaving Bates to join the national tour of 
the musical sequel to “Annie.” The auditions for this production, in which Batesies truly 
take center stage, were held in Boston two months ago. Junior Ben Tassinari landed the 
starring role as Annie, while Director of the Financial Aid Office Leigh Campbell will play 
the aged Daddy Warbucks. Both found the auditions “ very competitive “ and “very 
challenging.” We are happy to share in their excitement. 
In the sequel to the classic, which told us, “the sun’ll come out tomorrow," Daddy 
Warbucks kicks little Annie and her adorable Bobcat kitten (a change from the original, in 
which she travels with her dog, Sandy) out into the street, where her orphan life began, 
because she refuses to sign her own adoption papers. The reason? She's ILLITERATE! 
Leigh Campbell, we are pleased to report, possesses a lovely tenor voice. It's just 
like buttah. There are, however, some vicious rumors concerning the casting of Tassinari 
as Annie currently circulating among the ancient trees on the College Quad. It seems that 
out of all of the Deansmen who auditioned, Tassinari got the role “merely because of his 
long hair," according to one bitter member of the group. “It's easier to curl, you see.” 
Please join us in wishing these Bobcats the best of luck in an upcoming farewell 
ceremony, at which they will appear in costume to sign autographs and greet their adoring 
fans in Adams Lounge. t ».. 11. i 
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From L/A 
by Sandy Beech 
Approximately six weeks 
ago, the Bates Spudent obtained 
important information from sev¬ 
eral highly-questionable sources 
(who shall remain anonymous) re¬ 
garding the person most known 
and loved by Batesies everywhere. 
No, we're not talking about Bryant 
Gumball (see page ?? for that). 
According to the dirt un¬ 
covered by our sources, well- 
known alumnus David Chokachi, 
star of the immensely popular 
syndicated beach soap Baywatch, 
is planning to return to Bates this 
fall to star in an as yet unan¬ 
nounced dramatic production to 
be staged by the college Theater 
Department. Paul Kuritz will re¬ 
portedly be directing this produc¬ 
tion, which will be chosen by 
Chokachi, under conditions speci¬ 
fied in his acting agreement. (The 
well-toned one is rumored to be 
torn between Othello and a theat¬ 
rical adaptation of American 
Gigolo.) 
Chokachi '90, who plays 
the character of Cody Madison on 
the show (a lifeguard and swim¬ 
mer whose dream is to compete 
in the Olympics) will also report¬ 
edly help rededicate the Tarbell 
swimming pool in his name dur¬ 
ing the visit, which is scheduled 
to coincide with Back to Bates 
Weekend in late September, and 
will culminate with a tickertate 
parade down Lisbon Street. 
Upon receipt of this infor¬ 
mation the Spudent staff immedi¬ 
ately set out to locate Chokachi 
and thus confirm the accuracy of 
the information obtained. It was 
the beginning of a long, strange 
trip which would take us around 
the world and back again on 
countless adventures, some which 
have been recounted herein, and 
some which we'd rather save for 
our grandkids' listening enjoy¬ 
ment. 
Our first attempt at locat¬ 
ing the Big C involved a phone call 
to his flamboyant L.A. public re¬ 
lations representative, Sonny 
Sleazo, of the renowned Sleazo 
Talent Agency in Beverly Hills 
(their motto: 'we'll do whatever it 
takes to make you a star, or your 
money back'). Mr. Sleazo in¬ 
formed us that an interview with 
Chokachi was out of the question, 
as he was out of the country film¬ 
ing a Maalox commercial for Japa¬ 
nese television. However, he ex¬ 
pressed a willingness to answer 
any questions we might have re¬ 
garding his client's upcoming trip 
to Bates. 
After excusing himself 
for a glass of mineral water with 
lemon, Sleazo began the interview 
by stating that, "Mr. Chokachi is 
thrilled to be returning to Bard. 
He hopes the time spent there will 
help him rekindle fond memories 
of his college days and will attract 
to L.A.: the search for Chokachi 
Ironically enough, Chokachi never swam at Bates. Howev^ihe was 
a member of the football team.... 
attention to the college and its re¬ 
markable theater department, to 
which he owes so much." 
When told that 
Chokachi is in fact a graduate of 
Bates, not Bard, Mr. Sleazo 
seemed unfazed and indignant. 
"What's the difference? I went to 
Daytona Beach Community Col¬ 
lege and look where it got me!" 
he remarked, before abruptly 
concluding the 
telephone inter¬ 
view by stating 
that he had to 
leave immedi¬ 
ately, as an 
earthquake was 
in progress and 
his Mercedes 
was parked in a 
vulnerable loca¬ 
tion. (As a side 
note, the United 
States Geologi¬ 
cal Survey confirmed that no sig¬ 
nificant seismic activity took 
place in the metropolitan Los 
Angeles area on the date the 
Spudent conducted its interview 
with Sleazo.) 
Still in search of that 
most elusive of butterflies, that 
rarest of birds, the Chokachi, our 
tireless staff was frustrated by the 
lack of progress and hurt by the 
insensitivity of Mr. Sleazo. The 
cruelty of his 'earthquake' trick 
alone required hours of recupera¬ 
tion at the Goose, followed by some 
deep thinking in the vicinity of 
O'Sheil's. However, in the end, our 
intrepid reporters decided not to 
give up. As one remarked, "It takes 
a little more than the lack of coop¬ 
eration from some media savvy 
Hollywood agent to stop the 
Spudent from getting it's man. 
Yeah Bates," he 
concluded as he 
ordered another 
brewski. 
Determined to 
hunt him down, 
no matter what 
toll it might take 
on themselves 
(not to mention 
the Spudent's 
budget) our staff 
of reporters began 
an intensive 
worldwide search for Bates' most 
perfectly-tanned alum, leaving no 
stone unturned in the process. 
From the snowy peaks of the 
Himalayas to the murky depths of 
Loch Ness, from the jungles of 
South America to the frozen tundra 
of Canada's Yukon Territory, our 
people scoured the globe in order 
to locate Chokachi. They followed 
up on numerous sightings- of him, 
but had little luck. Even an anony¬ 
mous tip which came into our of¬ 
fice late one night, reporting that 
Chokachi had been seen at an ob¬ 
scure tanning salon in Lowell, 
Mass, turned out to be unfounded, 
as did one which led to the coura¬ 
geous—but ultimately futile—at¬ 
tempts of one of our many roving 
reporters to track him down in the 
Sahara Desert, where it was be¬ 
lieved he was traveling incognito 
with a family of Bedouin while 
perfecting his golden tan. (Inci¬ 
dentally, the staff of the Spudent 
would like to send out its deepest 
sympathies to the family of said 
reporter. We thought it was just a 
bad case of sunburn....) 
Mystified as to why one 
of "1997's Fifty Most Beautiful 
People" (as reported in People 
magazine this month) would keep 
such a low profile, we even went 
so far as to seek out the advice of a 
rather sketchy psychic/tarot card 
reader who offered us her services 
in a rundown section of New Or¬ 
leans. However, her advice that 
"the golden one travels alone in re¬ 
gions of the world unknown" left 
us more baffled than ever. We 
were thankful that our trip to Bour¬ 
bon St. was not a complete waste, 
in that we were able to obtain some 
highly effective voodoo dolls and 
spells in exchange for a bottle of 
cheap whiskey, but returned to 
Bates feeling dejected and wonder¬ 
ing if we would ever uncover 
Chokachi, the man behind the 
cardboard cutout: the enigma. 
Watching episodes of 
Baywatch only made our plight 
seem more pathetic. There he 
stood, right in front of us. So near, 
and yet so far. And every time he 
saved someone from nearly 
drowning (sixteen times in one 
episode alone)...well, let's just say 
it was a moment of good old-fash¬ 
ioned Bobcat pride. 
For now, it seems that the 
fleeting image of a tanned, buff 
Chokachi flickering across a TV 
screen is all we here at Bates have 
to hold on to. With any luck, he'll 
finally make his long-awaited re¬ 
turn to campus this fall, but the 
way things are going, no one 
knows. As his agent, Mr. Sleazo 
told us, "the sunscreen ad offers 
are just pouring in, and who 
knows where it will all lead to. 
He's quickly becoming a very busy 
man so he's requested that I don't 
box him in with trivial non-career 
related appearances." 
So David, if you're out 
there and you're reading this, 
please, please, pick up the phone 
and give us a call. Let us know 
how you're doing, and when 
you'll be coming home to 
Lewiston. In the meantime, we 
wish you the best of luck in your 
acting career. With the success of 
your distinguished costars, David 
Hasselhof and Pamela Anderson, 
we're convinced that you've got a 
great future ahead of you. Here he is, doing his best Billy Ray Cyrus imitation. 
. V ’ ; « V 1 I i i' 
Watching episodes 
of "Baywatch " 
only made our 
plight seem more 
pathetic. There he 
stood...so near and 
, yet so far. 
This 
column 
is 100% 
Tran¬ 
syl¬ 
vanian. 
So feel 
free to 
take a 
big 
juicy 
bite out 
of it. 
But 
don’t 
forget 
to 
brush 
your 
teeth 
afterward 
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Reality Wars — Bates through the exes of a jaded Batesie 
by Matt "Who Put the Brom in the Brom-ba-ba-Brom-ba- 
ba-Brom-ba-Brom Brom Brom" Bromley 
"Zazie in the Metro." Ever heard of it? Neither had I until I took 
my Short Term class. "The Evolution of French Cinema" Short Term intro¬ 
duced me to it. It's an insane ride through a little girl's head. Louis Malle 
(he did "Au Revoir les Enfants") directed it in 1962. But the part I found 
more amazing than the insane film itself is that it was based on a book. 
The book was found in the Bates College Ladd Library by a friend of 
mine who I had forced watch the film. He showed me the book. Isn't it 
good?: Norwegian wood. We talked about it till two. Then I went to bed. 
We both had work to d?> in the morning. We were both amazed with the 
translation from book to movie. It lost nothing, unlike more famous book- 
to-movie deals such as "Jurassic Park" and "Disclosure." 
But I really want to talk about the book. 
The book is insane, but in a delightful way; like a cross between 
a French farce, and Ken Kesey. The plot is as follows, and revolves around 
a 9 year-old girl's (Zazie) visit to Paris. She arrives to stay with her trans¬ 
vestite diva uncle and proceeds to wander through the city. She picks up 
a pedophile who falls in love with every woman he sees, no matter what 
age or sex. She recounts a tragic story over some mussels and fries, which 
is followed by a brief chase scene which was more than adequately fleshed 
out in the film. After an insightful visit to the Eiffel Tower with her uncle 
ahd friend cabby, she finds her uncle bus-napped on the way to his 6:00 
rehearsal. The widow who was smitten with Zazie's hormosexual (not a 
typo) uncle accompanies Zazie and the pedophile, who finally got a job 
and became a policeman, to rescue him. He gets to his rehearsal despite 
his German nubile kidnappers and finds his cabby friend has been fianceed 
to the bar waitress (the uncle and his wife live above it). As a result he 
invites the cabby friend, the bar mistress, the widow, Zazie, his wife, and 
his landlord to see his show and go out for onion soup afterwards. Im¬ 
mediately after the show was duly accomplished they, as well as some of 
the German nubile tourists repair to the Soupe a TOignon and commence 
to throw reality out the window. 
Throughout the book (the movie as well) Zazie toys with reality, 
or Louis Malle does, and at the end she/he finally throws it out the win¬ 
dow. It’s quite a sight in the film. Part of the' grande finale involves ef¬ 
forts by the main characters: 
innumerous waiters and various heroes and heroines. 
by.M.C. (Hammer) 
I can't deny it, Maine is a bore. 
Lobsters, L.L. Bean; there's gotta be more. 
I miss the city: traffic, bright lights, blood and gore, 
Give me New York. London. Tokyo. Singapore. 
I should have known three years ago, 
From the Bates catalogues that Maine is full of snow. 
Yet each time I return, it is still a nasty blow, 
The temperatures (like my grades) are always alarmingly low. 
What to do when you're not out hunting moose? 
Drop by the local bar, known as The Blue Goose. 
A dark, dingy place where Batesies and townies get cheap booze, 
Want something more exciting? Ask for their famous B-52s. 
Bates parties? The worst I. have ever seen. 
Eighties, Lick It, Triad, Tacky, and Halloween. 
Flat beer that tastes like urine? Really, I'm not that keen. 
And DJ Manfred_well, you know what I mean. 
The Commons is where we have our daily meals, 
For 30 grand a year, I say we're getting a rather rotten deal. 
The fish stinks and the oatmeal congeals, 
But hey, I'm not complaining, my meal card is not even real! 
In the middle room of Commons sit the weird and the queer, 
Most of whom would much rather be smoking pot and drinking beer. 
With the jocks sitting in the big room (with their white hats and sporty gear), 
Who then fills up the small room, right at the rear? 
Who else but cool and sophisticated beings such as yours truly, my dear. 
The noise of this controversy finally awoke Zazie. Perceiving her uncle 
prey to this mob of liquor vendors, she bawled: courage, uncle! and grabbing a 
carafe, threw it at random into the fray. So strong is the martial spirit among the 
Daughters of France. Following this example, the widow Mouaque disseminated 
ash trays all about her. So powerful is the spirit of imitation that it can cause 
even the least gifted to act. Then was heard a considerable fracas: Gabriel had 
just collapsed into the crockery, dragging into the debris seven waiters who were 
completely out of control, five customers who had been taking part and one epi¬ 
leptic. 
, A second highlight I'd like to illumine is the point when the 
pedophile enters the fray: 
That lady at the Registrar always frightens me, I swear. 
The thought of meeting her makes me think twice about going there. 
I can't stand her rudeness, I can't bear her stare. 
I think I would rather have my schedule sheet be bare. 
Why then am I still at Bates, 
Since this place is not exactly great? 
Well, I guess I can only call it fate. 
(Actually, I wanna transfer but it's kinda late.) 
These gentlemen, heavily armed, were now quite simply on the other 
side of the windows, a defense all the weaker in that they had for the most part 
been busted during the preceding brawl. These gentlemen, heavily armed, came 
to a halt, in line, in the middle of the pavement. An individual, his umbrella on 
his arm, detached himself from the group and, stepping over the corpse of the 
widow Mouaque, entered the brasserie. 
"Good lord," chorused Gabriel, Turandot, Gridoux and Laverdue. 
Zazie was still in a faint. 
"Yes," said the man with the (new) umbrella, "it is I, Haroun al-Ra- 
tions. I am I, he whom you cognized and, at times, hardly recognized. Prince of 
this world and of several unrelated territories, it is my pleasure to traverse my 
domain under various guises, taking on the appearances of incertitude and error 
which, in any case, are mine own." 
The book is a very good book. If you wish to return to looking at 
the world through a child's eyes for a time then I suggest you puruse the 
book. If you wish to see how a person might toy with reality then read 
the book. I suggest you read this book if you just want something amus¬ 
ing and unconventional to read. If you read I hope you enjoyed it. 
Everything I have said is really a joke, a farce. 
Well, everything except for the lady at the Registrar's. 
Dan LaLonde's Top Ten List of Tunes in Violation of Bates ’ Open Flame Ban 
1. Eternal Flame - The Bangles 
2. We Didn't Start The Fire - Billy Joel 
3. Great Balls of Fire - Jerry Lee Lewis 
4. Fire and Rain - James Taylor 
5. Burning Down The House - Talking Heads 
6. Wildfire - Michael Murphey 
7. Lay Down (Candles in the Rain) - Melanie 
8. Pictures of Matchstick Men - Status Quo 
9. Fire - The Ohio Players 
10. Hot Stuff - Donna Summer 
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Triple A: No Service Here, Score Elsewhere on Crew Team 
by Bilbo Baggins 
On the crew team, we have a 
saying. It goes like this: Crew in¬ 
cest is best. Those of you who have 
ever attended one of the notorious 
crew team breakup parties know 
what I’m talking about. Those of 
you who haven’t probably think 
we are perverse, and after what 
I've seen in my first two years on 
this team, I'm inclined to agree. 
I've heard from veterans that 
past crew teams were a bit more 
raunchy than the current group, 
but I wasn't there, and I am her£, 
so I will speak only of the area I 
am familiar with, namely this year. 
I can do this objectively, you see, 
because I have never been a party 
to the incest, fortunately. This said, 
I will proceed to let you all in on 
our little secret: the crew team is 
full of debauchery. 
Here I must interject some¬ 
thing that may be useful in calcu¬ 
lating the approximate level of 
sketchiness we are dealing with 
here: a certain someone on our 
team has developed a tier system 
for the crew team specifically, but 
I have also found it useful in the 
general Bates Community. You 
have the Ones, the Twos, the Three- 
As and the Three-Bs. Ones are 
those who hookup indiscrimi¬ 
nately and more often than not, 
successfully. Twos are more dis- 
On the crew team, we 
have a saying...crew 
incest is the best 
criminate, but still not real picky, 
however Twos don't hookup as of¬ 
ten as Ones. Three-As are those 
persons who are very picky, thus 
don't hookup very often at all and 
Three-Bs are those persons who 
don't hookup because no one 
wants to hookup with them (I 
know it's cruel—I didn't make it up). 
Now we may proceed: First of 
all, this team is all about nookie. A 
few of the varsity men—Roving- 
Eye and Dutch Boy in particular 
(who are both Ones)—are ridicu¬ 
lously obsessed with the nook. In 
fact, I have heard rumors that when 
feeling a bit horny, these two men 
have the gumption to get up from 
whatever is occupying them and 
just roam campus looking for a 
piece. And, usually, they find it. 
Dutch Boy has corrupted the lives 
of many young rowing women, 
and has attempted to do so with an 
even larger number. Roving-Eye, 
on the other hand, usually went 
outside of the crew circle, but he 
did manage a few repeat perfor¬ 
mances with one of our Chubby 
Coxswains (also a One) throughout 
the fall and spring. 
Then we have the guy who is 
always getting naked (probably a 
Two). We'll call him Arrogant just 
for the sake of anonymity. Arrogant 
has a fascination with his genitals 
and thinks it's a riot to whip them 
out at parties for everyone to gawk 
or laugh at. I suppose in some cases 
it may be amusing, but not when 
he steals your camera and wastes 
half a roll of film taking pictures of 
said genitals. Along the same lines, 
we have had gatherings when sev¬ 
eral persons have derobbed, al¬ 
though no one went as far as whip¬ 
ping out their genitals. For some 
reason rowers just prefer to have 
less clothes on than more—perhaps 
Let me make a prediction... 
by John Paul Jones 
Not so long ago, in the es¬ 
teemed pages of this publication 
our Sports Editor-at-large (hereaf¬ 
ter referred to as Frenchy-on-the- 
Run) made a prediction that North 
Carolina would win the NCAA 
Men's Basketball Tournament. 
Making a prediction is one thing, 
but to make it in print to over 2,500 
readers and then be wrong...well, 
it hurts to say the least. We wanted 
to ask him who would win the cur¬ 
rent playoffs in professional basket¬ 
ball and hockey but unfortunately 
we haven't been able to get in touch 
with him, because he bailed on us. 
That's right, after weeks of sections 
and stories, the sports editor has 
flown the coop. Citing roommate 
breakup as his excuse, our normal 
editor is unable to join us this 
evening, and we at The Spudent 
have but one thing to say...you no¬ 
good sports editor. Now this may 
seem harsh, but Frenchy knows 
where we're coming from so our 
constructive criticism so to say, is 
justified. He would agree if he 
were here, but then again, if he 
were, there would be no article to 
write. And so I dedicate this piece 
of sports jargon and babble to 
Frenchy, from Moscow, Idaho...no 
not Russia. In his name, let this 
heinous compilation of words, 
thoughts and other stupid whims 
be known once and forever as the 
sports article to end all articles, and 
his career at the least. 
Here's something I missed this 
year at basketball games, now 
maybe you loyal fans out there can 
help me with this one, but last time 
I checked wasn't basketball played 
"Oh, I bet he shoots 
the ball this time." 
Believe it, or not! 
with five to a side? Now I was 
wondering about this because my 
recollection of men's games this 
past winter go something like this: 
point guard brings the ball up 
court, passes to an open shooter, 
kicks it back out about 10 feet be¬ 
yond the three point arch, someone 
launches a three-pointer and 
misses. Next play, same shooter 
this time guarded with a defender 
in his face avoids the open man, 
shoots and misses again. Several 
minutes later same shooter struts 
talking trash to the opponent after 
finally connecting on one of his 100 
or so shot attempts. The said player 
then shoots again and misses. Now 
I thought I was the only one who 
may have noticed this, but I wasn't 
alone. I overheard a few members 
of the opponents' womens team 
asking why there was no passing 
and making such bold predictions 
as, "Oh, I bet he shoots the ball this 
time." Believe it, or not! 
No brainer of the year: a cer¬ 
tain team known to wield sticks as 
their tools and heads like anvils has 
just lost a big game to their bitter 
rival, The Kalby Jackasses. That 
night, raucous noise and upheaval 
is noted in a dorm located adjacent 
to a soccer field. The next morning, 
the dorm's occupants awake to find 
slogans such "Kalby sucks!" tat¬ 
tooed across numerous doors in 
marker and other obscenities di¬ 
rected against Kalby. Coincidence? 
I think not. 
turn 
This quality sports 
product brought to 
you by your 
friends at The 
Bates Spudent. 
25W 
*>* 
In addition to hookups, of 
course, we have actual relation¬ 
ships and with that comes an ex¬ 
pected level of PDA outside of the 
party atmosphere. Bow Dog has 
tied down both Arrogant and 
Frenchy (at different times, of 
course) and seems to have a PDA 
fetish. Nads and his woman are still 
going strong although we never see 
them, so we just have to assume 
that everything is fine. The other 
Chubby Coxswain and Mr. 
RowRow are anti-PDA, so it comes 
as a shock if they show any affec¬ 
tion toward one another. We don’t 
know what to make of B-Dogger 
and her fling with ActionFigure 
guy, or Spandex Man for that mat¬ 
ter—Spandex is all about PDA ap¬ 
parently, but Action Figure's 
mother can barely get a hug out of 
him. 
I could try and count all the 
hookups I've seen this year but it 
would be too much effort for me at 
the moment. Let me just say that if 
you want to see a debacle of ran¬ 
dom hookups, come to a crew 
party: we are incest-laden. 
Sunday Brunch. 
it's because we row in spandex and 
just aren't used to normal clothing. 
The men are quite fond of show¬ 
ing off their boxers; The women, 
however, are usually able to keep 
their clothes on. 
Not surprisingly, taking off 
clothes usually leads to other 
things, and other things do hap¬ 
pen. We have Ones going off with 
Ones, Twos pairing off with Ones 
or Twos and both sorts of Threes 
watching in disgust (or envy in the 
case of Three-Bs). Regardless of 
what tier you are on, though, ev¬ 
eryone always knows what's gone 
down. We all take pride in the abil¬ 
ity to circulate information though 
...First of all, this 
team is all about 
nookie. 
the grapevine of the crew team at 
a phenomenal rate. If someone 
smooches down, we know before 
the night ends and are therefore 
able to talk about it at the table at 
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Horse's Ass to 
speak at 
Commencement 
by Margaret Terwilliger 
Ordinarily, the only thing the veil of secrecy around the commence¬ 
ment speaker selection process does is to lead one believe that perhaps 
the bride's face would've been better left hidden for a little while, at least 
until someone else's graduation. This year, though, Bates is in for a sur¬ 
prising and tasteful delight. In a pleasantly unusual move, a horse's ass 
has been selected to be one of the featured speakers at the 1997 Com¬ 
mencement ceremony. 
After a long deliberation, the horse's ass was selected based on his 
numerous professional accomplishments and the many difficulties he 
has overcome throughout his life. According to the President's office, 
this reported 'bad rap' for his end will be one of many topics the horse's 
ass will address in his speech. Other topics slated for discussion include 
ass-kissing and flatulence. 
"And to think that all these years I've thought that the purpose of a 
commencement speaker is merely to dispense useless and inane advice," 
said Winnie Le Duck. "I feel like a horse's ... whoops ... I mean a cow's 
ass." A perspective graduate added, "I'm really excited for this opportu¬ 
nity to hear this speaker's message. I feel his speech will give me insight 
into world problems and provide direction for my directionless life. If 
he has liberal arts degree and has gotten this far, then there's hope for me 
yet! Everyone knows the first step to a Supreme Court appointment is 
getting acquainted with a horse's ass." 
Much to the delight of the OCS, ass-kissing will be also be addressed. 
Self-proclaimed sychopant Harry Backerman was heard questioning the 
depth of knowledge possessed by the horse's ass in comparison to his 
expertise. Some seniors are also confused as to whether the horse's ass 
selected for this year's ceremony is really just local mouthpiece Lou Perry. Noted horse’s ass, seen here in action, will speak this Monday at Commencement no credit in this photo 
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Shocking Discovery...Women’s Sports Exist! 
by Gloria Steinem 
I love sports. I love football and baseball and soccer. I'm a girl a 21 year-old, I even love hockey and la¬ 
crosse. My brothers and guy cousins all play sports at our family gatherings as I make deviled eggs with slices 
of Spanish olive slices with my aunts. Some may see me cheering on lovely Garcelon field in many different 
seasons for all my male friends. However, with a recent discovery afoot sports has entered an entirely new 
dimension of life as we know it. 
Earlier this Short term I was eating at the outside Barbecue, one of the two that weren't called because of 
snow or other winter-esque elements invading our spring air, and I saw some people with long hair playing 
with a frisbee disk, as they call it. As I got a closer look (like most women, I love to look at boys playing any type 
of sport) I noticed that a lot of the men had long hair and some even had rather well developed breasts. Now 
I don't know a hell of a lot about Ultimate frisbee, or whatever it is, but I have noticed that most of the men that 
are involved in this sport are those dirty hippy types. I wasn't surprised, therefore, to see long haired athletes. 
The closer I got to the scene I noticed that these men were not men at all but girls. They were girls like myself 
from Bates College. They were wearing tennis sneakers and running across the grass. They were sweaty in a 
very sweaty sweatiness that fell from their brow to their shirts. 
I sat in amazement for I had never seen girls play sports before, never in my life. To think that girls would 
be able to run and jump and soar the air with dexterity and grace, unthinkable. I watched them and thought 
that it all must be some sort of tremendous spoof a surprise or the science fiction Shakespeare on the puddle. It 
wasn't a parody of any sort of reality. It was a reality unlike any I had seen before. These girls were smiling and 
laughing as if they were cooking or vacuuming together. 
As I watched a while longer they asked me if I wanted to play. They must have seen they crazed look of 
confusion in my eyes and mistook it for the desire to play. I declined there offer thankfully. I did not want to 
disturb them for fear of tarnishing their intent rhythm. 
Later I spoke to these girls, I was determined to get to the bottom of all this female physical activity on the 
Bates Campus. I had been so sure that there was not such a thing. The girls first told me that this gathering was 
merely casual but was in fact not the first and definitely not the last time such a visceral display would be seen. 
They continued by telling me that there were formal Sports teams for girls which are incidentally called Women's 
Teams. They have many teams similar to the traditional male squads on the campus. There's a Women's Tennis 
team and a Women's Volleyball team; there's lacrosse, softball and log rolling. All of these teams are legal under 
the Division Three regulations apparently. They weren't just trying it out for fun. Some of these women even 
told me that their teams have winning records which surpass that of our beloved Garnet Wave—the men's 
football team. 
When they told me this, the skies began to spin. My eyes were locked on the grassy knoll on which I took 
small bites of my burger. I felt a short pain in my chest like that of the heartburn that usually occurs when I exit 
Commons. I looked from the library to Garcelon field and back again. I could not think that such a challenge 
would ever face the fightin' bobcats of our proud football history. But alas I thought I would have to do some 
further research before I indulged in some slanderous life crushing rumors. 
I thanked these self-defined women and shuffled on to Alumni gymnasium where I have seen some of the 
best male athletes on our campus the men's basketball team. My freshmen year they held a lovely soiree with 
a dunk contest. It was a true celebration of the love of great competition and athletic integrity. A.k.a Midnight 
Madness. This was a night much like the day when the gods on Mt. Olympus decided to create man in their 
image. 
I entered Alumni and much to my surprised I was floored by the photos right in the open of "women" 
playing sports. They were in teams and individually. I was at first quite shocked and then realized that the kind 
women who I met earlier were in fact honestly informing me about the existence of female athletic activity 
here. I had to take a deep breath and then thought that the existence of women athletes at Bates was a well hid 
secret. 
As an avid sports enthusiast and a proponent of girl's rights! think that this discovery, most likely hidden 
to a dramatically larger segment of our college community, is an impressive yet tentative discovery. I think that 
we should encourage these girls. 
I remember once during the Superbowl this year, seeing a girl in a commercial who was playing football. 
Tossing the old pigskin around, you know. I was too busy trying to keep the guys supplied with beers and 
finger sandwiches to think about this at the time, but when I thought about it the next day, I thought that 
maybe it was an ad for one of those deodorants... you know, strong enough for a man, ph balanced for a 
woman. I never stopped to think about the fact that the girl was actually pretty good at foot ball. 
Come to think of it there was a controversy about a girl trying to join a football team a while back. At the 
time, I thought she was some sort of freak of nature. Maybe there was something to it. 
Women rejoicing, sports for women! Amanda Hinnant photo 
Determined, still, to get to the bottom of this, I went over to the Davis 
Fitness center to see if I could hook up with one of these teams. I really 
like baseball, but upon further reflection, I determined that the football 
team needed the most help. As I entered the weight room (at least I think 
that's what it was) I noticed that there were a lot of women dressed in 
windpants, sneakers, and Bates caps. I recognized a friend of mine who 
is on the football team and asked him how one should go about becom¬ 
ing a member of the squad. He grunted a few times and I took this to 
mean that I should start working out. So I did. 
Turns out I was stronger than most of the members of the team. My 
friend made another grunting sound which I took to mean that he was 
impressed by my strength. I pumped some iron for a couple of hours 
and then went to take my blood test, turns out I had to much Testoster¬ 
one in my blood to be eligible for the team. 
Maybe I'll join women's crew. I hear they have some fun incest thing 
going on. 
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Here they are, the exclusive 
and previously unreleased 
bowling scores of The Bates 
Student (Spudent) staff. 
Admire them for yourself and 
then realize that we need to 
get out of the office a bit more 
often, as these scores will 
attest to, well at least some of 
us do. 
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Equestrian on the Quad 
C ' ‘ -y, x; 
Whinny Whinny, Neigh Neigh. 
STUDENT SPECIAL 
$6.99 
LARGE 1 topping pizza 
FREE Delivery 
ASK for the Student Special 
783-2200 
62 School St. 
If you have chest pain lasting two 
minutes or more, see a doctor. 
American Heart 
Association 
OBSERVE THE 
WARNING SIGNS. 
sweetness 
